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• Superbly dressed Princess Grace, ctcorted b\ 
Prince Rainier, was a regal figure as the Monaco 
royal couple arrived at the fabulous imperial Ball 
at New York's Astor Hotel. Her brief visit to the 
United States was a triumph for the former film 
star. Our cover and color photographs on pa^es 
8, 9, and 11 are by Robert Feldman, of our New 
York staff. 
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The Weekly Hound 

• "Our very * I vn r****i fri pud & li ave Iih-th AnfilrfiUilim 
and one daty 1 hope to visit AnBlralia," save 
Josephine KluiuriilVtd. the first instalment of whose 
delightful hook "Pin A Rose On HW heginH on 
pnjre 16 of tli is issue. 

RS. BLILMENFELD, "J\JR. A, S. Otuuiis" was the 

name read oul as the 
winner of a television 
raffled at New Wirt's 1 
perial Ball, at which Princess 
Grace and Prince Rainier nf 
Monaco werr piests of honor 
(our cover and paees 8, 9. 
and !!], ™ 

h didn't lake long for die 
guests to identify ihr name- 
Aristotle Socrates Onauis, 
the rniilli-tnillinnaire Greek 



— — - > 

a charming English 
grandmother, told our 
London correspondent.: 

"The late Sir Thomas 
White, former Australian 
High Commissioner in Lon- 
don, and my husband were 
the closest friends. 

"They were prisoner* to- 
gether in Turkey during 
World War 1, escaped to- H*"o "luiii-nuiiim 
jfether, and e.ich wrote a hook 'hipping Owner, 
on his experiences." Mr. ( i , ..... ai 

Ai well, Australian ardst 
Stanley Parker did o sketch 
of Iter (hat was published re- 
cently in "The Taller." 

* # * 

Jf*AMOLS portrait painter 
Gerald RrorkhtiTsr, whose 
opinions on 'Til 
Face* of Female Brainy ap- 
pear on pages 12 and 13, has 
a set price for his paintings. 

He rhurjtes C22:«l for a 
head-and-shoulrlers portrait 
anil adds an extra £45(1 if [hc 
jiticr'i hands an- includi-d 



B,.2^ I mxr WEEK 
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sr. thopez 



Village of Love | 



• St. TYopez, the once-quiet Riviera fishing port, 
has become Paris-by-the-sea. Because of the cele- 
brated couples who spend holidays there it has 
earned llie sub-lille "Village of Love." 



TJU.I.\1">A LEE and Prinre On-ir.i 

have tfinnd on yachts in , 
harbor. Sriphia Loron and Carlo 
Ponti have- Strolled arm in ami along 

PWfirip Rubirow (playboy, ex-husband 
"I Doris Duke and Barbara Hvttten) ipent 
a new honeymoon there with ha French 
'"'"«* wife, Odilf Rodin. Sydney Chaplin 
J™ No*ll« Aclnm. thr star of Frntirnise 
pagan's ballet "La- Rendezvous Manque," 
have wandered band In hand through its 

_ Imy Sehoellcr and his wife, Franchise 
Mgan, spent some months thrrr svhilr. 
FtaocqJ« finished her fourth, book. 

BriRitk- Bardol met there Sacha Dtttel, 
thr youm> guitarist she is to marry, 
announced her engagement in 
"privacy" of the most nnpuL, 
niElitetuh, "L'Ejquinade." 

I us! to congratulate hrr was her ex- 
hiislxtnd, film producer Rort Vadim, and 
llu beautiful nrw Danish artrc-s wit.- 
Annette. 

MM Ferrer and Audrey Hepburn, jcan- 
1 icne Aumont and Marisa Payjin. have 

Tito Aostmuan \liiMEui WjijrgtY -Dcreinbtn 



l.r/fd mi llic beaches and danced in I hp 
uitthulub*. 

Queen Juliana of flollanit shopped in 
its market vith net daughters. 

Actress Michelc Morgan and her hus- 
band, Henry Vidal, h:ive a villa just out' 
Mdc the tovv'n and a cabin 1 ruiscr ill the 
tort. 

Cadillacs, expensive red sports far*, and 
old crocks Idled with blue-jeaned student* 
roar through the narrow streets of St, 
Tn.peif. The cafes are crowded with n-lr. 
brides and the harhut i, trammed with 
yachts. 

As for fashion — it's unique. Million- 
airpfl and studculs dress alike. New arrivals 
call at Madame Vachun's waterfront shop 
for their outfit*. 

Men wear fishermen's jerseys In hlue- 
aml-ululr stripes and linen "little boy'* 
bills. 

Women perch straw boaters on ir,|i of 
chiffon scarves wrapped round head and 
llirnat. They wear violent-hued shirts, 
tbitrh-lrntrth, over the briefest utiotts. In 
the evening they encase their lovely um- 
lannrd legs m stove-pipe pants of brilliant 
vrlvcl or striped 101 ion. 

31. ISI5.S 



TAHITI BEACH, thre* mitem from St. Tropes, where the fashionable ero%rdt migrate 
late each morning br yacht, eruiter, or car to twim and tunhathe. At the height of 
the mini 40,000 people crowd into "Si. Trap," which hat only 360 hotel In- J: 
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DAI I 




THE SIVPtdTVRt whieh Mali gace te Pu!rJciiADiijTn«ui 



and the 
girls with pr 
pony-tails 





• Salvador Deli, the famous Spanish artist, was surprised when lie saw a blonde 
anil a redhead on the beach near his house. For a moment he thought they had 

risen from the sea. 



FASCINATED by thcii 
hair, which they wore 
in Ion.? pony-tails, he 
showed them over his 
house. Using their hair as 
reins, he "drove'" than like 
a pair rd filiics from room 
to roam. 

Then he sketched them— 
with their hair harnessed to 
an armchair in which Pali vra 
riding. 

Before thev left he gave 
them hi* signature adorned 
with typical Dali symbols — 
the tun easting long shadows 
from Iwu figure* on Lhc beach, 
and an am, 

The girls were New Zea- 
lande rs Marie MrMahon and 
Patricia Day-nun, who IrlU 
this story: 

^7E reached ihr top o| the 
tenrched, terrared hills nf 
parched olive groves, passed 
two members of the Guardla 
(Jivii standing at the cross- 
roads, and started down the 
snaking road to Cadaques. 

Suddenly, round a bend, 
thcrr it was — and we knew 
we'd seen it before. 

And then we knew where 
we'd seen it— there was the 
whole backcround of Dalfs 



"Crucifixion," the calm, 
placid bay in the land where 
it is always alternoon, the 
little white Spanish houses 
clustered round Ihe church un 
the hill, the high-prowed fish- 
ing boats pulled up on the 
beach. 

Dali, we discovered, lived 
at Fort Lligat, about ball a 
utile Irani Cadaques, so we 
rattled on down the dusty 
earth mad in our second-hand 
London taxi. 

The House or DftB, with a 
tall, beautiful dovecote at the 
rear, overlooks the sea, chalk- 
white against the burnt hill. 

On a rock wall in the gar- 
den we could jee an ornate 
and symbolir |>ali clock. 

Marie and i eyed Ihe house, 
wanting to discnsTer for our- 
selves what manner of man 
was this that gave Lectures on 
art in a diving-suit, had been 
known to sleep in a coffin, and 
paint his fingernails black. 

Here we were 

Dali once said, ''Ultimately 
everyone rumes to me." Well, 
here we were, all the way 
from New Zealand. 

By the end of the day we 
derided to knock on his 
door — come what ntay. 

We walked along the shingle 



beach, and as we approached 
his gate, as though by a pre- 
arranged signal, his door 
opened and a figure emerged 
and stood silently watching 
us. 

He seemed, in that half- 
light, to be not Dali at all. 
hut an impostor wearing an 
outsize moustache and shuul- 
der-leugth hair. 

I remembered the first pic- 
ture or him I saw when I was 
eleven, in one uf my mother's 
copies of "Vogue" magazine. 

In those days, in company 
with the fashion drawings of 
Christian Berard and the 
newest rreations of Mme Schi- 
aparelli, Daii reproductions 
were a fairly regular feature 

They held my absorbed, at- 
tention, which caused me to 
be regarded as a trifle odd. 

So now I stoud, roofed to 
(he spot by my childhood awe, 
while Marie strode straight ou 
and started talking, 

All I rame up she was say- 
ing "and this is my friend 
Pat." 

f>ali gave us a penetrating, 
hypnotic look, then said, 

"Come," pointing through the 
door. 

The first thing we saw' was 
an enormous, stuffed Canadian 
bear, its neck fesiuoned with 




Poqe 4 



ropes of beads and mayoral 
chains, and on its head a crab- 
shell. 

Dali led us up a short flight 
of steps to the dining-room. 
This, like every other room in 
the traditional Spanish house, 
was painted an airy chalk- 
white, a perfect background 
(or the driftwood, starfish, and 
sea-eggs I hat decorated the 
walls, the great clump of 
dried daisies dial hung over 
the door, and the heavy, black 
wrnughl-iron candlesticks on 
the long, narrow board table. 

"Wfinf is «?"> 

Shelves set into a wall con- 
tain a mass of unrelated oh- 
jeets, from an elegant gold 
bottle-top designed by Caudi, 
the great Spanish architect, to 
an old lithograph of some 
well-moustached gentleman, 

Dali, taking our long strands 
of pony-tail hair in each hand, 
again said "Come!" and drove 
us to his studio 

He truticd us straight to his 
most recent work, a still-life 
which included a silver- 
siemmcd fruit howl, and the 
bowl a second time, disin- 
tegrated, its stem tied in a 
knot. 

To Marie he said: "What is 
it? Tell me what it is," 

He stood back, his hands 
clasped hehind his hack, hum- 
ming to himself and observing 
ber reactions. 

Mane, convinced that 
something other than the ob- 
vious was required, said: 
"Music — I tret music. It's a 
trumpet." 

He gave a look of impati- 
ence and said, "No, it's nut] 
You," giving me a prod. 

Uke Marie, I felt I should 
say something like "Petrified 
Distraction of the Inner 

FISBKRMEN or* 
afwavs ba*r on the 
thingtr beach below 
Oali*s house. The ter- 
ra red hills appear in 
many [tali Inndsenpc*. 



ftUiWfE Marie Me- 
Mahan and redhead 
Paitifiia Dayman tetih 
.SafmdoJ- fhtli on the. 
beach near hi* hotne. 



Nuclear Fission" — but in- 
stead I said: "It's a fruit 
dish " 

"Of course it is!" shouted 
Dali. "And this is the disin- 
tegration of the fruit bowl. I 
am very- interested in disinte- 
gration .it present." 

The studio was hlled with 
fascinating treasures and two 
large picture windows com- 
manded superb views over the 
hay. 

An irregularly shaped dour- 
way, 16ft. high, formed an im- 
pressive entrance, 

Beside it were a full-sized 
plaster statue of Apollo, 
crowned with a Davy Crockett 
hat, and a tier of Japanese 
lampshades. 

Sugar-pink cloth scattered 
with spangles was draped on 
one wall, where high oil a pair 
nl bullock's horns hung the 
fantastic black-and-white hats 
and costumes Dali and his 
wife, Gala, had once worn to 
a Venetian masked hall. 

Prominently displayed was 
an Easter card bearing a white 
cottonwool Easier Bunny. 

"That," Dali said, "is sym- 
bolic of today. All people 
want is the Easter Bunny. It 
is the ultimate in contempor- 
ary popular art." 

Fondling our pony-tails and 
crossing the blond strands 
over the red for contrast, he 
said: "This hair ir wonderful. 

I would like tu paint ynu l»th. 

I I w ould be most interest- 
ing-" 

Like small bny 

Then "Come, come!" be said 
again, taking our hair like 
reins, and romping us through 
the house like a small boy in- 
tent on showing us all his 
treasures at once. 

Up some stairs we came to 
a bedroom where two beauti- 
ful wroughi-iron beds were 
covered in deep regal red, the 
pair united by a sky-blue 
canopy, 

A cage of little birds stood 
by a window near a large mir- 
ror, carefully tilted so that 
Dali from his bed can watch 
his two pet swam swimming 
in an enclosure in the sea 
below. 



CADAQUKS, one t) 
the oldest rillages on 
Spain'* Count firm, 
where Dali hcai born 
and went to school. It 
ii only half a mile /rmi 
hi* present heme, irhick 
overlook* Port Ltignt. 



A long, brnad shelf held 
tall, old-fashioned lolly hottla 
and apothecary jam filled 
with Spanish candy that re- 
sembles colored pebbles and 
birds' eggs. 

A rotind Lray held what 
appeared to be beautifully de- 
signed silver lish arranged like 
the small fish in Spanish mar- 
ket* that are sold in round 
barrels, They proved to he 
chocolates. 

On the white mantelpiece 
stood brandy balloons filled 
with white artificial lily of 
the valley and daisies. 

I Mutt explosion 

1 sniffed the air and said, 
"What can I smell — some 
krnd of incense?" There ivat 
a sudden loud explosion be- 
hind me and cluud.v of smoke 
filled the air, perfuming it 
with the same strange aroma. 

When neither of us blinked 
at this bit of horse-play, Dali 
galloped us downstairs lor a 
look at the living-room. 

Here was a great siuffrd 
swan, wings spread, suspended 
from the ceiling. 

An arm sheathed in black 
armur, the hand clasping a 
spear, extended ftom one 
wall. 

"Can yon come tomorrow," 
he asked, "for me to sketch 
you?'' 

Regretfully we said we had 
to leave. "We have to l>c in 
Barcelona," we said, "so will 
nut have time to be made im- 
mortal" 

"Then come in the morn- 
ing, before you leave," said 
Dali. "I will do something!" 

And when we called there 
was the sketch of us, with our 
red and blond tresses pulling 
along a triumphant Dali in 
his elegant armchair. 

"I will du something," he 
said again, contemplating his 
drawing. 

"It was really most strange, 
your coming along the beach 
out of the sea. Well, boujutir. 
honour!" 

We waved as we rattled once 
more up the hnt, dusty hill 
By the time we reached 
the top we were not sure we 
had not he**n dreaming. 



Tkk Austbalian Women si v\ HjsjtLv — December 31, 1951! 



National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4927965 




y-high ia§mons in 
big balloon adventure 




IE SMALL WORLD" ten 
off on a hig adventure. LEFT: 
The bnltotta -jkime the water at 
Trnnriffr after take-off. KffiMTt 
KiMMnnrj Mudie and Tim f.ttoarl 
in the haUaon'i ear, BELOW 
RttwlfT: The ndeentttre path, 



• After the transatlantic balloon "The Small World*' 
floated into the sky at TeneriftV, in the Canary Islands, 
lhe world-m-large breathlessly awaited reports of its 
high adventure across the ocean to the West Indies, 
Before the near- tragic take-off. when equipment had 
to be jettisoned, Anne Matheson, of oar London staff, 
interviewed the only woman in the four-slronp; erew 
for this story. 



D us K MARY MUD IE, 
A* the one woman in 
"The Small World." could 
«rn only \f><n,. of lug- 
gage with her. so she took 
hrr clothes problem to 
designer Teddy Tinling. 

The result was two chic 
little nylon outfits — one pink- 
■iripcd and the other blue — 
wMch Rosemary calls "drama- 
tised versions of bush noons 
and shirt." 

Rosemary, a fashion expert, 
who ior six year* has sui i-re- 
[ally launched parade nl 
biRh-lathinn clothes for the 
Irivh Linen Cuild and staged 
yearly display, o) f^hions ; n 
outwear, ,l e(: id ed th;u a lhe 
balloon was launched <i> also 
would be the first clothes for 
tbf rlraidi. 

She planned to wear the 
Wffitt, one on and ooe off. 
tuning them in scawate.r, and 
W sleep in idem, roo— creep- 
I'tR into nne of lhe cosy sleep- 
mg-bai!, she alio had a hand 
in designing. 

for the cooler weather she 
: ""l* a windproof sailing suit 
royal-blue nvlnn -- with 
trou.ee, „,d | lnnt]r(1 mMk ,„ 
"car m .,. r ,|„. bud> suit, 

The crew— Rowmary'i hus- 
" 1,nd - Lolin, and two other 

ITl'T 3 '? wore -"uh!. 
which they call "/ooisuits" 
and which can be inflated and 
au * as lifejackett. 



For stormy weather they 
took much the same suits in 
new nylon that is completely 
waterproof and don not 
KtirTen in the rain. A banlon 
rardigan and s^ilinsj shoes 
with iight suction soles com- 
plrted her wardrobe. 

For lightness, Rosemary 
took no jewellery — not even 
her wedding rung — and svore 
the shortest possible haircut. 

"We will have plenty of 
baths in the salt water we tnke 
ai ballast." she told tne 

"That is where mv nvlnn 




husfi suits ace perfect, HI 
take the plunge in one and 
change to the dry one." 

Rosemary thought the men 
wuuld shave in salt water. 

"It's good for Lheir morale 
to shave." she said. 

Since her job is prnmniing 
Irish linen she packed two 
lea-towels for luck. 

"But even these have two 
uses," she said. "One is 
printed with the solar system, 
and the other with the map 
arid detail* of rmr hallnnn. so 




r-L .MJi/) 4\i>. a remote rillane of Teneriffe, Roirmary 
Mudie tnaleet friends with loral children white the Crete 
of **The Small Wortd" make preparationt for the take-off, 

Ths Ausnuui,, Womb*',, Wjesi, -December 31. 19S8 



that when not drying dishes 
they can be used as charts. " 

It wa.s designing household 
goods thai hr.1 brought the 
leader* of this expedition to- 
gether. 

Colin Mudie, artist, writer, 
as well as naval architect, 
ile^igned a series of table mats, 
"Sailing Dinghy" and "Vin- 
tage Cars" (which this 
Christmas arr about the most 
popular on the i;ift cnuntera). 

He took the dreigru to 
"Bushy" Eiloart (pronounced 
Eyc-low-ait ). an old pal whom 
he had met sailing. 

About that time Rosemary 
gave her young husband a 
book on ballooning for Christ- 
mas. So, while Bushy manu- 
factured the table mats to 
Colin's design, (hey got talk- 
ing .^bout hallnnning. 

"And thai," said Rosemary, 
"started h." 

For nearly two years Bushy 
Eiloart, leader of the expedi- 
tion, and Colin Mudie 
dreamed, workrd, and planned 
the balloon trip. 

All lhe time Rosemary kept 
their secret. 

At the same time the 51- 
vear-old commander, F.i!n3rt, 
took his ballooning pilot's 
licence, and they enlisted the 
help of everyone — even 
Prince Philip — when they 



wauled to borrow a balloon 
for training. 

Professor Powell, of Bris- 
tol University, gave them their 
biggest break when he helped 
with making the balloon. 

Meantime, in their tiny two- 
roomed London flat, 32-ycar- 
r>ld Colin Mudie designed the 
eleven feet by five feet yellow 
rat that is suspended from the 
balloon and carried the 
Mudie*. Bushy Kilnart, and 
hi- -l-year-old son. Timothy, 
who is the wireless operator, 
"lie thousand leet up. 

While the preparations were 
uoing on. Rosemary , oiitinucd 
with her job When not pro- 
moting fashions she learned to 
use a slide-rule and to navi- 
ttate. since she is KoSsttuX to 
her husband, who is navigator. 

She's also keeping the log, 
and has learnt in work five 
cameras ior her job of making 
lhe cine and still camera re- 
cord of the voyage, 

"And I'm the cook, so I 
find to plan every meal," she 
told me. 

"The food is beautifully 
packed by a firm more famous 
for their Ascot and shooting- 
party hampers. None of us 
dare* put on weight, as this 
would endanger the height of 
the h.-dloon, nnd it might mean 
thrnwinc fond overboard." 
Five foot two inches high' 



and seven and a half stone in 
weight, dark-haired with stin 
that takes tan easily, Rose- 
mary looks as though a puff 
of the trade winds they are 
depending on lo take them to 
the West Indies would blow 
her out of the balloon. 

Sonia Whitfield, heT col- 
league in promoting fashions, 
who goes yachting with the 
Mudies, said: "[ would love 
to be ballooning arross the 
Atlantic with them. They are 
lhe most enchanting people 

to be with. 

"Colin has a beautiful sense 

of humor, is modest — almost 

fey. Rosemary complements 

him in every way. 

Hm'v have been married 

four years and met through 
their love of small boats, which 

have been their passion." 
While Colin Mudie was the 

key person behind the whole 

building of the bullooo, Ilushy 

Eiloart — a bom leader — was 

the driving force. 

"You have to know Ilushy 

<o realise he i* never defeated, 

whatever he takes up," Sonia 

told me. 
'"For instance, he learned lo 

play chess, and beat the whole 

county. 

"Bushv is raking a chess set 

to relieve boredom on the 

trip." 
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FAMILY 

CUSTOMS 




THE HEART 



f untile ceremony 

AR< >CND midnight on Christmas Evr, when our 
children art asleep, my hatband and I liglU 
"The Christmas Candle." 

Holding it together, we make a wish — his lor mr 
and mine (or him. Then wc take ihe eandie to Ihe 
arralaer and set alight the hmwn-papcr wrappings 
and strings truiti the hoarded parcels now gleaming 
under our Christmas tree. . 

We call till "Cleaning the Cobwebs, ' for we 
want (igr household tidy [or the spirii of Christmas 
to «n«. At the last llamc I say "Happy Birth- 
day, Holy Child, may your peace descend upon us 
alt." 

£2, lo Mrs. K. Dewhurja, Newcastle, N.S.W. 




It & f/ie iittie, loving touches ot 

sentiment that give individual meaning 
to family Christmases. On this page are 

entries chosen from the hundreds tvt> 
received in our Christmas Customs Contest. 



Wt h ;l v e awarded 
the <KH) prize to a 
reader who tells of a 
custom that unites a family 
scattered all over the 
world : 

World War II separated 
many families, bttt perhaps nor 
many are as scattered as ours. 
We live in Melbourne, inv 

paribus in London, my brother 
and hi» Family in Nairobi, 
Kenya, my husband '« patents 

in lie. South of France, while 
my hiiKtirwd's brother lives in 
Michigan, U.S.A. 

In the circumstances, a fam- 
ily reunion at Chrisrmas is out 
of the question. ItKtrad. (or 
several vears we have, adapted 
a prartk e that Rives us all 
muL'h pleasure and heljW W 
shrink the thousands of miles 
between us. 

Each of the five families 
sends away (our parcels to the 
others. There are delicioin 
nuts frrjm Kenya, usually a 



huge box of chornlates from 
Michigan, some specially made 
Christmas cake from my par- 
ents in London. We send off 
tour large packets of Austra- 
lian crystallised fruit And 
from the South o( France my 
husband's parent* always send 
away four bottles of c.harn* 
pagtir. 

Even though vve are far 
apart, we all have the same 
Chrijtma* feast. We drink 
r.utl miter's health in cham- 
pagne, think .if our relatives 
.is ui saw them last, and tick 
off one mote year tt) 1962 
Why 1962? Because we all 
have fl rendravous in Mark- 
heath. London, that year. I 
wonder if we will all make it! 

CIO to Mr*. J. Ferris. Ash- 
burton. Vie. 

\«*ir trorlcl music 

MUSIC Fills litis, house- 
hold on Christinas 
morning: 

As a young bride, with 
anxious thoughts about pre- 
paring mv first Chrisrmas din- 
ner, I was a little diimayed 
vhen sts'lthI young men ar- 




rived at our small flat on 
Christmas morning and settled 
themselves comfortably in wick 
every appearance of staying 
(or the day. 

When all were assembled 
my husband put Dvorak's 
"New World" symphony on 
the radiogram. The young mat 
listened r.iptly, then departed. 
Then 1 heard the explanation 
of how this little ceremony be- 
gan. 

Several year? before, thms 
friend* had given my htishntid 
the recording, arriving with it 
tin Christmas momrng. They 
had sat and listened to the fine 
music there and then, and had 
so enjoyed the session that they 
repeated it annually. 

Now, here in Australia, far 
from all those young English- 
men, playing the "New World" 
symphony seems a vers ap- 
propriate way of rrmemlwring 
old times, and of celebrating 
Christmas in our "new world.' 1 
C2 lo Mrs. J. Cole, Orchard 
Hills, N.S.W. 

Old and new 

EUROPE and Austra- 
lia arc drawn to- 
gether by this family 

custom : 

Our family has the joy of 
celebrating twu Christmases 
one Bavarian-style and one 
Australian. 

My husband is a New Aus- 
tralian, and on Christmas Eve 
our little daughter and «>n 
aaid 1 join in celebrating a teal 
(Iceman Christmas. Fin wr 
have n Christmas dinner pre- 
pared entirely from recipcj 
sent by Grandmother iu Ger- 
many, and translated by my 
husband. Then we have a 
beautiful living Christmas tree, 
decorated by my husband as 
his tamily tree was decorated 
and on which are placed hall 
the gifts; while the gifts are 
examined, wc open the parcel 
which always comes from hi» 
family, and finally all leave 
for Midnight Mass at my hus- 
band's church. 

On Christmas morning we 
wake to the typical Australian 
Christmas, the remaining hall 
of the presents being discovered 
In pillowcases hung on the 
foot of the tobies' heds. There 
is a leisurely breakfast, friends 
drop in, then we attend mid- 
morning service at rile church 
whieh 1 attend, and come 
home for a Christmas picnic 
lunch, Australian-style. 

£2 t-< Mrs. J. Gaisreiter, 
Fairfield, N.S.W. 
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OF CHRISTMAS 



Burning taper 

CHRISTMAS bells first 
chiine in our house in 
November with the mak- 
ing of the Advent Wreath. 

Fern Irnnds in a green circle 
i„ wei sand hold four while 
randies signifying the coming 
light ol the Nativity. On four 
Mjticcding Sundays a candle 
i. Hi until all art? shedding 
lhctr Christmas light. 

(.'.Iirutmas Eve the wreath is 
replaced wiih a miniature crib, 
.mi a ted Christmas taper re- 
nlticcs (he (our white candle). 

Alter midnight church we 
come home to light our 
Christmas la|jer and open our 
gifts. This call* for a crle- 
hnitiun. We breakfast merrily 
jri 2 am., and then sleep. 

Christmas luuch is eaten on 
uur wide verandah in the 
shadow ol the leroma vine, 
where generaiions of doves 
has* nested and reared their 
young with trust. At three 
o'clock: wc have our Christmas 
dinner. This we cat in the 
1 oolites of dusk with festive 
pump and indoor ceremony, 
jnd all the while our Christmas 
taper bums brightly beside the 
little Christ in Hi? Crib. 

£2 to Miss Elizabeth A. 
Kiruir, Booval, Old. 

Polish customs 

MA N Y readers des- 
cribed Polish cus- 
toms kept up in Aus- 
tralia. Here Is tine cif the 
letters: 

Christmas Eve is our time 
of celebration. On our tahle, 
between the dishes, straw has 
been laid. This straw reminds 
us of the poverty in which 
Christ was bnm. The tradi- 
tional meal is composed of 
fish, fruit, soup, home-made 
macaroni served with "poppy 
milk." 

I. the head of the family, 
take the wafer ''usually sent 
10 nte from Poland}, break it, 
and share it with the rest of 
the family, saying: "Guide us, 
O Ood. so that we may live to 
«e another Christmas " Then 
the record-player is switched 
on. The rune of "Silent Night" 
takes possession of our souls. 
In solemn meditation we eat 
our supper 

£2 In Mr. S. rLjaoncwslri, 
Hanlrstowo, N-S.W. 

A "star'* 

TH I S touching story 
tells of a family circle 
with a missing face: 

When our youngest son, 
Michael, was 111 months old he 
was given a decoration ol cold 
and silver off the Sunday 
School Christmas tree. Be- 
cause of the glitter he thought 
was a star. 

Each year he placed this 
'tuning ornament on the top 
°j our tree as the crowning 
tinry. the tree not complete 
without it. 




This year for the first linte 
his little i biter has been given 
the honor of placing the "star" 
on the top of our tree on 
Christmas morning, as last 
May Michael, aged 7, died ol 
leukemia. 

This "star" will always re- 
mind us til a little red-haired 
hoy and the fun and pride he 
took in his part ol making ,1 
merry Christmas fur us all. 

£2 to Mrs. G. Cutting, 
Sprinjrwood, N.S.W. 
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"Our tree" 

UK. artificial Christ- 
mas tree is one of our 
nldest and most cherished 
possessions. 

ft has grared every Christ- 
mas since I was five yean; old, 
and now I have daughters the 
same age. 

Every year it is brought out. 
repaired if necessary, and hung 
with its decorations, each of 
which has a sentimental story. 
Some, like the battered Father 
Christmas, are older than the 
tree. There is 3 silver nut and 
candles (now very short ) 
which decked the tree when I 
first saw it. One decoration 
marks the firsr Christmas of 
each of our children, another 
one my husband gave me for 
our first married Chrisrmas. 

On Christmas night we lighl 
the candles, turn of! the elec- 
tric lighl, and go outside tn 
look at the lighted tree through 
the window. After singing 
carols we go inside, blow out 
the candles, and Christmas is 
over again until next year, 

£2 to Mrs. M. A. Sanders, 
Lower Mite ham, Vic 

Cherub" s symbol 

WHEN my aunt died 
she left mc a candle, 
which has around its base 
six cherubs, each carrying 
a symbol of Christmas. 

There is a mechanism inside, 
which when wound up sends 
the cherubs moving around 
the candle to the music of 
"Silent iYighi." 

F.veTy Christmas, while the 
pudding Ls burning and the 
room « darkened, wr play the 
candle as my aunt did onre, 
in memory of her and all 
others of our family who are 
far away, or are no longer 
witii U4- 

£2 to Miss a Thomas, 
BriRhlon.te-SaiHk, N.S.W. 

Card contest 

A CHRISTMAS 
card competition is 
ihe highlight of our day. 

My younger brother origina- 
ted it — now it is an institu- 
tion. Alter Christmas tea we 
take down the cards which 
have been decorating the sit- 
ting-room and, vetted around 
the table, sort them into sec- 
tions — "Most Christmasy," 
"Brit Australian Scene,' 





"Most .Artistic," and so on. 
There is even a section for 
"The Dullest Card." 

Then we judge them, passing 
on the best in each section to 
my lather, who makes the final 
decision. Each recipient ol a 
winning card is presented with 
a chocnlate, and there is a 
special award for the owner 
of the "Grand Champion 
Card." 

Our yearly competition has 
become quite famous among 
our friends, whose cards often 
bas'e a note attached, such as: 
"This is for the 'Christmasy' 
section," or "How's this for 
the dullest card?" 

£2 to Miss N. Hotter-ley, 
Eeccroft, M.S.W. 

Maori cooking 

HERE'S a Christinas 
custom from Neiv 
Zealand: 

We live in the centre of the 
North Island on the boundary 
of the King Country where it 
meets the Aotea Harhor. On 
the Maori side of the border 
lives Mrs. Whakaruku Waircre, 
and every Christmas >hr makes 
a big hangi, and invites the 
Pakehas (white peopled to the 
feast. 

A hangi is a Maori cooking 
oven. To make one, you dig a 
shallow hole about 3 feet 
across, lay small stones in the 
hole. On top of the stones you 
light a wood fire, and after it 
has Kumt for 20 minutes or so, 



and the stones are nearly red 
hot, the unbumt wood and 
charcoal are raked off. Cold 
water Ls then splashed on the 
hot stones to cause a cloud of 
steam, which cooks the food 

A mat of plaited New 
Zealand (lax is placed on the 
stones, and on this is placed 
the food — pork, kumaras, 
potatoes, triaire cobs, cab- 
b a g e s, green peas, fish 
(snapper and shellfish ). Over 
this is placed another flax mat, 
clean sacks, and M solid cover- 
ing ol soil. After 30 minutes' 
steaming the dinner is per- 
lectlv cooked. 

Food is served in plaited 
Rax containers. 

Three or lour I. undies — 
Maori and Pakeha — sit on the 
ground and enjoy a wonderful 
feast, happiness, and goodwill. 

£2 to C. IL Buclreridsre, Te 
Mala, Auckland, N.Z. 

Christmas basket 

THIS custom began in 
the depression years: 
Our "Family Custom" hc- 
gan in the 'thirties, when 
Chrisrmas trees were hnrd-to- 
c«me-by luxuries, and our 
gifts went into a Christmas 
Basket. They still do. 

On Christmas Eve each 
member of the family wraps 
his or her gifts, marking each 
one plainly with the recipi- 
ent's name These, with any 
parrels which have arrived by 
mail, are piled into the family 



clothes basket, decorated for 
the occasion, and covered with 
a clutrL 

After breakfast on Christ- 
mas flay, we gather around 
and in turn dip under the 
i loth Each parcel is handed 
to its rightful owner, which 
adds our own special flavor 
to the joys of Christmas, which 
for us would be a much poorer 
celebration without our Christ- 
mas Basket. 

E2 to Miss M, Ellis, Mt. 
Eliza, Vic. 

"The Box" 

THE focal point of our 
Christmas morning i? 
"The Box." 

This holds my husband's gift 
to me, which has been secretly 
purchased, boxed, sealed, then 
put nn top of the kitchen cabi- 
net. Everyone who comes tries 
to guess the contents. It is usu- 
ally put up in November, hut 
one year it went up in 
October. 

The sire of the box is not 
always a clue to it* contents. 
Once a huge box contained a 
small brooch, and another tun" 
the box contained only a writ- 
ten instruction to look in a 
drawer, where 1 found another 
clue. After ahout 10 clues i 
ended up in the garage. It was 
a lot of fun. Months after 
Christmas people still ask mc: 
"What was in the box?" 

£2 to Mrs, I. Failthorpe, 
Dundas, N.S.W. 



Family concert 

WE have a family con- 
cert on Christmas 

Day. 

After gilts have been dis- 
tributed, ench member of the 
family gives an item. Although 
wc have seen the "acts" jnd 
heard the songs and recitations 
for many years, they still 
bring laughter to our home, 
and always there is a new 
grandchild coming forward. 
Altogether there arc mother, 
lather, nine rhildren, seven in- 
laws, and 22 grandchildren at 
our gathering. 

E2 to Mrs. A. O'ljiughlin, 
Swan Hill, Vic. 

Cricket game 

A QUEENSLAND 
family join in an 
after-dinner game: 

For a great tmmbcr of vears 
my husband and I have had 
our five married sons and 
daughters and their families 
home for Christmas dinner. 

When dinner is over wc all 
have a game of crirket on our 
lawn. Young and old join in, 
mid we have a wonderful lime. 
Alter cricket we have tea to- 
gether, and finish with a sing- 
song, 1 am 70 years old, and 
still play games with the lamily 
at Christmas. Pop has just 
passed on, but the rest of us 
are meeting this Christmas, 

£2 to Mrs. E. F_ Porter. Mt. 
Morgan, Qld, 
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• All eyes were on Prince Rainier and Princes§ 
Grace of Monaco at the fabulous Imperial Ball at 
New York's Astor Hotel recently. They mingled 
willi guests ou the crowded dance-floor till eomeoue 
trod on the fool of Her Serene Highness. She then 
lost all serenity am! stormed off the dance-floor to 
the Royal Box, followed at some distance by Rainier. 
Color pictures showing this incident are on page 11. 




J/V H4PPY MOOIK Rainier and glamorous Print pi* Grace t-eteire many admiring 
and cutiau* Mtate% an the packed dance-jltitit at Yak Yartt** -\nutr Hotel during 
n charily halt. Princem Grace refuted to dartre again aflar same-one tlaod art 
her font. Thr Rainim were in America on a muut/j'ji eitit to Grurr** family. 



GUESTS at lire Imperial Itatl mere Mm. Pearl ("Homteis-with-the.^insieit"} 
Meua ami Ptiul Williams, ."Vru- York DiiUricr Attorney. At the hall Princes 
Grace drew the lucky number of a SOQQ-rltrUnr (approx. CA2t50) car, 5** 
aha drew a blank tehea she ask*d the winner 14} come fonoard. 





lEfT; At mtdnrgbt. fur it, were enter- 
tinned with a Court ballet and a tableau 
"lleauty and the lleamt," Here Gypty Rane 
f.ee, thr famaut mtrifv-teate artint," pine* 
uritk the Peacock* 



AMOVE: A lion-Ilk* Eddie Allien team the 
entertainment compere. Thr acta' 
thotcn with ballet ttur Vera Zarina (Iff'} 
and Veli'Ma Harden, prima ballerina t'f 
the ISrw York Cilr Ballet. 
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ABOVE: Print* Aly Khan. Pakittan't 
delegate In iff United VaflonJT, chatt 
iciilt Mrt. Richard Cmcetl. u ttriking 
tttcnir Kha wat formerly Gait Whitney. 



KIGUTi Frflncil Hunter, an Jmericun 
Davit Cup player of the tililrn pro. Kith 
hit wife. Wailreitet. reflected in the. 
mirror, wait ready to pour champagne. 



■ 



'ft*- 
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W THE TABLEAU. comedienne Her- 
""" '•mgatd, portraying Europe, 



rlotcn% mith 



the Hull. Fabuioat jewel* 
"on by the glamorous ■irnii. 




OPERA SISGEH Patrice Mantel ringt and dltplayt the 
non-operatic charm* which htice made her a lop night, 
ctnh attraction in America. She it alio a Metropolitan 
0pgwm favorite* She mat one of many ttan mho entertained. 



'Hf AwmiAjjAM Women 1 , Weeilt -December 31. I9S8 



l)IH I MA. a top faihion model, who appeared at Cleopatra with 
the Dog (tod. Dorima alone wore jewelt worth a million dollart. 
Jewel* on loon for the tableau, raiuvd at many million dollart, 
included the Xi~-rnrat Catherine the Great tapphira. 
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Finishing school 
for working girls 

By DIANA PHIPPS, of our London Miaff 
• In a building jusl being coinpleled on a borab- 
blilzed sile in London's Cunson Street is something 
new in finishing schools. 



ON the building's enor- 
mous plateglass win- 
dows is written "The John 
Douglas School,'' where 



shoulders, her (are a mask ol 
make-up, wearing a light 
skirl and sweater. 

With tart and kiudness, Mr. 
Wawey and his jssistants cut 



pupil> arc wurking girls, and styled her tiait; taught 
would-be models, and hct the correct uk ot make- 
housewives learning u f . , M . 
, . . . . ° Neil day she went U Mi. 
fashion, beauty, and de- Wltney wilfl g cain . 



portmcnt. 

No exclusive finishing 
school could or mure lavish 
Tile reception-room is decor- 
ated in lilac. Class cases are 
filled with beautiful bric-a- 
brar. cosmetics, and clothes. 

Background music is pro- 
vided by Charles Trenet sing- 
ing French slings, enhancing 
an atmosphere reminiscent oi 
.in rxpctisisv boutique on the 
Rue dc In Paix, P?ris. 

Along a short passage are 
carpeted classrooms, painted 
in pastel cnlurs. Upstairs are 
beauty and hairdrcssing salons, 
with the most modern i-qiup- 
tm-iit. 

Marble shower 

On flie lower ground floor 
U a rlnbtoum, decorated as 
though ii were an exclusive 
Uttk restaurant. Hacking the 
rlubroom are marble shower 
and changing rooms, an iron- 
ing mom, and lockers. 

The school is the idea of 
Juhn Douglas Watney — he 
does nut use his surname in 
business in >-w it should be 
associated with Watney 'i ale. 

His staff consists of a pretty 
receptionist, who workrd (or 
sue years ui a home for prob- 
lem children, bee assistant, tbr 
daughter of an air-marshal, 
and fashion, beauty, and 
deporlrnenl esperts. 

In less than two months, 
nearly 200 pupils have en- 
rolled at thi' school, their ages 
ranging from 16 to 50, When 
I lie building is completed, 
Ihere will he accommodation 
for 400. 

Mr. Witney's motto is 'The 
Douglas I'lan will groom you 
for success." 

As well us teaching how to 
walk, dtess, make up, and 
groom hair, the school pro- 
vides lessons in sophistication, 
poise, and the social graces, 
so thai the student will be at 
ease in any society. 

Keeping pace 

Although most students ire 
girls who want to become 
modeb or work in television 
or on the stage, many young 
— and not so young — wives 
enrol to leant the social 
pK« to that they can keep 
pare wilh their up-and-coming 
husbands. 

One of the first students 
was lo-ycar-olt! [leather 
Meesoti, thr child of a broken 
home, who oriee wanted to be 
a "Teddy girl," tendon's 
equivalent of a widirie. 

Heather's father asked Mr. 
Watnry in supervise her life, 
clothes, grooming, even wel- 
fare. 

She arrived at school with 
bleached hair down to her 

Poise 10 



plaint. Itoys no longer whistled 
at her when she passed. 

Mr. Watney explained what 
he was trying to do — to bring 
out he? pcrsunality, to show 
off bet preLty face to best 
advantage. 



He explained new- values to 
her and gave her a new out- 
look on her Ufe, which until 
then had been lonely and 
harsh. Soon Heather began to 
spend more and more time at 
the club — when not there, 
shcr was working lor her 
father — and she was hap- 
piest when she shyly hegau to 
make herself useful around 
the school. 

Heather was happy "You 
see," she said, "I never had 
a friend before I came here-" 

When teaching good 
grooming, the school first cor- 





t<)ll\ DOUGLAS U'ATISEi, principal . a) ihe finishing 
school ichirh guarantee* social success for working girll. 



reels students' figure-faults. An 
expert corseLiere advises on 
foundation garments, and will 
make a special corset for prob- 
lem figures at a low price. 

After make-up for day 
and night has been mastered, 
a hairdresser styles each 
srirFs hair, and shows her how 
in set it and keep it groomed. 

Then Ihe fashion expert 
shows the girls hnw to make 
their own clothes. She also 
will design and makr dresses 
for the students Lit a vers loss- 
cost, payable in weekly imt,al- 
menls. 

The students are shown how 
to wear accessories, how to get 
out of a car, how to sit. 



SIMPLE ballet and limbering-up exercises ore Mntffflt ut 
help eliminate figure /crafts arid to leach good posrart. 



They are taught simple bal- 
let exercises, are given elocu- 
tion lessons. 

Cucst lecturers visit the 
Hthool to talk on flower 
arrangement, appreciation of 
music and art. local govern- 
ment, and many other sub- 
jects, 

Outings are arranged. On 
a visit to London Airport stu- 
dents were showu nser an air- 
craft and taken to the control 
tower. The only expense was 
the bus fare — 5/- return. 

Mr. Watney dues nol often 
find a girl ssith potential star 



dualities. When he doer — ami 
three instructors must agree 
with him- the girl gets iprtojl 
trroomuig. 

When he consider* the girt 
is ready hi- ss-ill arrange 
auditions and film tells. 

When students have m 
classes they can watch tele- 
vision in their cluhrcmnt, Imy 
a cup of coffee, or eat a tsto. 
course tinach for 3/6. 

They can listen to rrcmdi, 
but rock-'n-roll is banned I 

"Tries can bear that else- 
where," said Mr. Watney. TO' 
want them to learn about 
ruber music. " 



Hungarian tenths at Australia 



• "Australia!!* arc like a pood promt) horse which has never 
been ill-lrealed." Study thai nlatemenl closely, hecanac it 
comets from a Hungarian who fled his country in the 1956 
revolution and who has practically never known freedom. 



""^"OU have only to look. 

A at Australians." says 
Dr. Denis Halmagvi I 'pro- 
nounced Halmargee), "to 
know that they have never 
known personal and 
national humiliation. 

^You has : e only to compare 
the faces of workers here 
going to their jobs with the 
tragir beaten faces of Hungar- 
ian workers to know that these 
Australians are free tnen 
against a background of a free 
country." 

Dr. itatrnagyi arrived in 
Sydney recently to become 
one of two Adolf Basscr Re- 
search Fellows in Medicine of 
thr Royal Australasian College 
of Physicians. 

For the next five years Dr. 
Halmagyi will do research 
work at Sydney University's 
Medical School on one 
specialist suhject — the heari 
-md its eircurarion. 

Only 37, he has fair hair 
and green eyes, looks like an 
American, and speaks Knglish 
ssiih alarming fluency and 
ISttfc accent for a man who 
has only just scraped off his 
shoes the dirt of the Russian- 
smashed Hungarian revolu- 
tion. 

Dr. Halmagyi'i people sstre 
farmers way back, bui his 
father and mother are doc- 



tors of dentistry, his father- 
tn-lnw is a country doctor, 
and his wife is a pediatrician 
(specialist in children's dis- 
eases). 

He studied medicine at 
Szeged University, 100 miles 
south of Budapest, and had al- 
most completed his course 
when he was railed op by the 
Hutigaiiaii Army and srnt to 
Ormnny. 

He deserted, returned to 
Budapest, jnined the Under- 
ground movement, was picked 
up by die Gestapo, and for a 
fortnight was tortuTed to give 
ihe limine- nf his associates, 

Disillusion 

The arrival of the Russians 
in January, 1945, sas-ed him, 
and he walked lo Szrgcd, 
where he was able to com- 
plete his studies and join the 
Medical School staff. 

"We were at first happy tc 
see the Russians," he* said, 
"bin we were soon disillu- 
sioned. Then the Communists 
took over in 1948 and life 
changed for the worse, lor 
everyone, immediotelv, 

"Since coming to Australia, 
Communist speeches I've 
heard are almost word for 
weird with the Communist 
speeches ] listened lo in Hun- 
gary before the take-over. 



"Freedom, democrary, the 
rights of man, the promises 
of a glorious future—all were 
forgott™ when the Commu- 
nists grabbed power and Hun- 
gary became a police State." 

The flight 

Dr. Halmagyi had no pre- 
knowledge of the revolution, 
which began on October 23, 
19SC, but Russian tanks which 
went through Szeged only 
eight hnurs later had been 
moving for six days from 
Odessa, and he thinks the 
Russians knew in advance that 
the revolution was coming. 

When the Russians with- 
drew from Budapest and then 
returned on November 4. l)r 
Halmagvi and his wife decided 
to get out. 

"With our boy, Cabor 
(Gabriel), then nine, we went 
to Budapest cm November 7 
and rhrough friends svere 
gis r en an address in a town 
near the Austrian border. 

"There we made contatt 
with a man, and a party of 
26 ol us walked 1 2 miles on 
a htae.k night, dodging Russian 
patrols, until we reached a 
small bonier canal and crossed 
one bv one on a liny rait. 

"Across the canal Hungary 
was blurt, bui the lights were 



bright in friendly Austria. It 

wns symbolic." 

Dr. Halmagyi says that after 
almost a lifetime under dic- 
tatorships, both Right and 
Left, he is only jost beginning 
to relearn how to lead □ nor- 
mal life. 

"This may sound curious, 
hut here I'm meeting my child- 
hood again, picking up the pat- 
tern of life 1 knew a:s a 
youngster. 

"One of (he biggest differ- 
ences between Western man 
and Iron Curtain man is that 
where 1 came from man has 
no interest, no hobbies. 

"A man's life under Com- 
munism is unceasing work td 
stay alive and unceasing work 
for the parly. 



"He can't have a car, cSJffll 
rr.ivcl. . ;uii hnvr any interesm 
can't have any pleasure, caffl 

open his mouth. 

"When 1 first arrived 1 went 
tine weekend to a beach and 
stood wondering, slmoit 
amazed, because I had never 
in my life seen sc many facauti- 
ful young men and girls, pg> 
feci physical specimens, 
laughed and were gay, 
whose eyes and laces were 
troubled. 

"T said to myself. 

are not really needed in 
country, for Australia — *. 
the privilege of being able 
live in this atmosphere of 
light, good food, and 
dom — is i t s e 1 1 g 
medicine." " 




WhlA.itMh fnr ihr rrfugrc rtocror. From left. Dr. Hvlmnir^ 
hit ion. Unbnr. Mr. Adalph Hauler, who endowed the retearth 
/etlnwihip,, Mr.. »„•„, « K s,. anil Br. II. Majnard Rennie. 
honorary teerelarr, Kmat Auiimtaiian College of PhrileUni- 
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LILLIAN RUSSELL summed up all that 
made the 'nineties glamorous and gay. 



THEDA BAR A, "Vampire" of the silent 
films, was the slinky, "dangerous type. 




I 



CLARA BOW, "It" girl of the 'twenties, 
brought the magic emphasis to body lines. 



Artist^Evkl 




SINCE the dawn of time the female 
of the species has changed the face 
of beauty at her whim and man has 
succumbed to her wiles. The Marilyn 
Monroe or today rua\ be the Theda 
Bara of tomorrow. 

Never before in history have women 
been able to make men so fickle in I heir 
taste for beauty, 

l>aring has become a symbol of 
beauty. And before one has a chance to 
appreciate a smovildering Sophia Lorcn 
a pert Brigitte Bardot challenges her 
claims. 

A. psychiatrist might say that litis 
emphasis on the rapid turnover of 
beauty standards today is a symptom of 
man's insecurity and woman's aggres- 
siveness. 

As an artist who has painted some of 
the great hcauues of oar time, I observe 
all this with amazement, I l<xik for 
beauty in the line of the body and the 
inner lovclinrss that comes through in 
the expression of the lace. 

Despite her angular grolesquerics. 





Cleopatra intrigued a man of action like 
Mark Antony. But she never set a last- 
ing standard for beauty. 

In beauty's changing face, Nefertiti. 
Egypt's child queen, with her simple 
straight features and large innocent eyes, 
represented the true beauty of her age. 
She has inspired artist and man down 
the centuries. 

Symbol unsurpassed 

IN the Golden Age of ancient Greece, 
Aphrodite, the goddess of love, 
with her classic features became the 
symbol of all beauty and has remained 
unsurpassed. In Aphrodite we find per- 
fection. Her beauty is the standard by 
which all female physical attainment is 
measured. 

The need of each period of history is 
found in its representation of female 
beauty. The Renaissance, with its revival 
of interest in ancient studies, resulted in 
paintings like "The Birth of Venus/' 
bv Botticelli, and "La Donna Velta," 



Artist Gerald Brackhurst and his portrait of a glamorous grandma. 



GERALD BROCKHURST (leftl, at work on a painting of Marferte Dietrich, 
is probably the world's most sougnt-ofter and most expensive portrait 
painter. Known as the "President painter," Brocfchtirst balds honors from 
his notice England, from Germany, franee, Italy, and the U.S., of wliieh 
fie is now a citizen. Famous personalities who posed for him include 
economist Bernard Borueh, the Duchesi of Windsor, arvd Clare Baathe Luce. 
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GRETA GARBO, with Conrad Nagel, is 
what "man has ever sought in woman." 



MARILYN MONROE, today's pace-setter, 
finds her throne constantly threatened. 



SOPHIA LOREN, o smovlderer ■supreme, 
may be looking to see who'll replace her. 



J 






by GERALD 
BROCKHURST 



They're gorgeous, but how 
do they rank with the ideal? 




i>> Raphael, showing the provocative 
Opulence of womanhood. 

These throw a permanent challenge 
to all mankind to discover their secret. 
Take Da Vinci's immortal "'Mona 
Lisa " Who can look at her smiling face 
without being fascinated ;uid captivated? 
She changed the face of beauty from 
serenity to enigma. 

The marble goddesses of ancient 
times, and the fascinating faces cap- 
tured in the oils of the Renaissance, 
lomplctcd a cycle in the (.hanging 
aspect of beauty. One accentuated the 
lyrit essence, the other spirituality. You 
might aay the contributions of the artists 
made these women immortal. 

No artist works in a vacuum. .Some- 
thing about these women, the mythical 
and the real, made their creators reach 
the heights of their capabilities, ft is the 
frmalc desire to be admired that comes 
through, Egypt. India. Greece, all 
achieved this ecstatic goal. 

Sometimes artists can capture woman- 
Kind s demand for recognition in whole 
series of paintings. The works of Titian, 
with their exciting, fleshv women, and 
Velasquez, the great Spanish painter, 
we good examples. 

RoMbetti's "Miss Siddle," Gains- 
borough and his contemporary Rey- 



nolds, with their great ladies. Dante 
Gabriel Rossclti's alluring creatures, 
Sargent with his wonderful roman- 
ticists, all these have revealed to men 
in every age the changing outlines of 
beauty. 

Enduring standard 

FASHION in clothes and in hairstyles 
may come and go, but the women of 
great art are throwbacks to. the adora- 
tion of Venus. The\ are all her 
daughters. 

If I were to choose one wnman in 
our time Who could transcend all lime. 



I would choose Garbo. She. represents 
everything that man has ever sought in 
woman. Beamy plus enigma. 

Garbo's ImicIv is the emancipation of 
today'* woman, with its lean, almost 
bov-like lower lines. It savs accept me 
as your equal. 

•\nd isn't that what most women are 
Irving to express toda\ :' Garbo's face is 
one that dreams are made of. A nose of 
strength. And lips of softness. What a 
rare combination. 

In other days she would be an im- 
mortal on canvas instead of a flickering 
light on a fast-fading silver screen. Vod 
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ma\ be [(linking but what nf Marilyn 
Monroe, Sophia Lorcn, and their con- 
temporaries? There is no de.nvine; their 
importance in our present sot in \, but 
how muc'h of it is momentary.-' Will 
the* ultimately be relegated to the oddi- 
ties of other generations.'' 

In the changing fare of beauty, only 
time has the answer. But what a won- 
derful answer it can lie: an Egyptian 
queen or a voung, adorable innocent of 
eamin-type freedom of the present 
moment, like the appealing young 
women who adorn the covers of mag- 
azines todav. Each lelling of her own 
times, yet risen from Venus herself. 
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fiow VEflH™^ ™ r , ™™ , 1 »f «.™tma* b over, the . 
now of holidaymakeri from inland areas to resorts all arniind ri» 

tnonpncB Welfare Board bold* » cmp ,1 La Perouse, Sydney 

Paye 14 ' J 





Australian Year 



3 I Ml T I W[ I I 



JVM 



for ubomjpnal children from towns, stations, and reserves In out- 
back ju-eas »f New South Wales. Medical and denial rare nr.; jn- 
chided in a S m schedule of trips to the zoo, Luna Park, panto- 
mimes, and beaches, and wa idling films and television. WTien the 
camp matron asked one little boy how he enjoyed hie first ewiui 
in the oeean, he said, "The water's nil right, bnl I don'l like the 
stuff they put in IV" Picture by staff photographer Ken I, Barlow. 
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Bright and early on Sunday 
morning the young fry arrive al 
Avalon Sailing Club to learn the 
rales of sailing, knots and 
splices, how lo rip their VJs. un- 
til, at last, they're Bailing the 
bush-lined reaches of Pittwater. 





I 



SVXDAr MORNINC SCEWE al the Aeatan 
Selling Club al Clni-raill* at the young 
nlUng enthntuuti Hurt lo rig 1W1 tin? 
y»r*i», plot courtet over the nrater, and 
jifm< their pifnir lunrhra in thr dubhiHijr. 



SAILS SET and the blur ■«» calling at 
Carol Campbell and Sue Rmilton Iminrh 
Starlight, while (al back) Annette and 
Michael Friend launch Windward. All 
mutt br icriing wiinnieri before joining. 





RWin .- {tut- Rym 

Aiifiturn tide* and CMf- 
rtmlm milh h+r fnihur, 
$0htf Km-, * (right), 
and Graham H ai+h. 
Mr. Hi t r t in onv tij th* 
mttructat* at thn club.. 

mirl* Sum Vrt- <l*fO- 
JjJJ Purpelf, artfll Bar- 
bora Gtov*tr m carry 
bundle* of §aik arrow 
ifu* iMindt /ram ih* 
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,*T Lfe'/T: Towr tin"' 
niTri HatniJlon Hunter 
(centre) taikinm lo Janet 
Cox before ther finilh 
rigging Hamilton' t I'J. 
christened Rejoin. the 
Vfenrh nnme for thnrk. 



PRODI) OWMiR Terry 
Mllchrll, of Aealon ( »<■<■- 
and from left), thntn hit 
new tangerine Moth, 
ttokm. lo Richard William- 
ton, Jane Row*, and 
Rubrn WwUk after rliiM. 



Page IS 




National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4927976 







• Author Josephine BlujnenXeld has 
based litis delightful story on incidents 
in her own life. She Uvea in a small 
Oorgian house in London, has a 
grown-up family, grandchildren, and 
a Pekingese. Her father was a famous 
Fleet Street editor and her late hus- 
band a well-known publisher. 
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WINNIE, my bursting 
Knglish rose, my peony, 
my all, who comes al 
eight every morning, 
didn't come. 

Thi' empty silence downstairs told 
Its own sad talc. It meant getting 
L!i-tiiim breakfast, and doing the 
fire. I could have woken Sarah, but 
tfi.it meant going through the garden 
to the cold studio where she sleeps, 
wrapper! in art and poln-nccked 
sweaters, after a night of remoulding 
the briive new world in garlic-steeped 

espresso bars. And who am I, to 
disturb j budding existentialist? How- 
evec, U-itig a sweet, kind, dutiful, 
beautiful daughter, she laid Lhe fire 
in her Braquish fashion before going 
down her Blnnmsbury way. 
Have hot bath, 

Dress and decide to leave all 
housework in rase Winnie should turn 
up j though I know lull well in my 
soul <if souls and pit of pits that 
her children are ill and she won't). 

Make food list and drag limping 
Fanny and basket to shops. 

Outside it is crisp and dear like 
t Hit isTtna^ cards. My street is short 
and wide, the houses square, while, 
iatA Regency. They have poplars, 
cherries, oak., and bays in tubs in 
the I ront gardens, and when the morm 
is Full their bate branches reflect 
on the shinv while walls like giant 
cobwebs. 

Ahead ol me is a little lem-down 
gentleman in a tweed overcoat and 
brown trilby hat. He looks unsafe 
,is tin-nigh he might trip or fall nver. 
As I rearh him he Hints round sud- 
denly Fanny's lead gets entwined 
with his shot! legs and see collide, 
ile says, "Fjscooie," and tries to lift 
his hat, but he gets in a muddle and 
111-. li.it mils in lhe road He i* very 
old, and as he is old and foreign 
I (eel I should pick up his hat. 

"Hold the dog." I soy. "Til fetch 
votit hat." He is so pleased, his little 
eyes shine with, gratitude. "Zo kind," 
he murmurs, "atitJ doggie nire, loo. 
Mnv you inform where is office of 
post?" It is round the cofner T so 
we walk along together as [hough we 
have been married for year heads 
down to avoid the easl wind, shoul- 
ders touching. 

1 show him the post offire. He 
Ixslss again, and liefore there is any 
, hattc of him losing lit lut I make 
lor the butcher's. 

Son Tom, Flavia, his new wife, 
my brother's ton and his new wife 
arc coming in dinner, hut the four 
of ihi'in being so newlv married puts 
me ofT buying fresh meat. I settle 
For spaghetti and kidney sauce, a 



melon to cool their ardor, ice-cream 
and chocolate cake because they are 
young, and lots of cheese and celery 
bocstne 1 like cheese and celery. 

L-iy table and prepare spaghetti 
well in advance so as to get in some 
rending before they arrive. Read for 
too long, change ia a hurry, rush 
down to kitchen, full at stove, and 
bring down saucepan and spaghetti. 
Spaghetti falls out of saurrpmi and lies 
like a splintered baby on the linoleum. 
Fanny gets out of her basket and 
lirkl it. Rush to telephone and ring 
competent suaer-in-law. 
•What should I do?" 
Tick it up, of course," she says 
in her competent, assuring voice, 

14 \ es, yes. But bow does one pick 
up spaghetti ?" 

"With u big fork, silly. Twiddle it 
like the I talian5 do, ha\ r c the saucepan 
near so tliat it docsp't slip away 
again." 

Am very grateful, hut suddenly 
tired and would like to go to bed. t 
had been fondling a vain hope she 
would get in her car and cume and 
pick it up for me as she did once 
when I fell with a bowl of boiling 
fat. 

F.vening and dinner success. All of 
them erstatir about spaghetti. 1 don't 
tell them it's been on the floor or 
that Fanny licked it. It wouldn't have 
mattered, they eat anything at that 
age. 

Try to think back when I was first 
married, bul all I could remember 
was A's words: "You're nothing more 
than a ruddy dormouse/' and a 
spinach-colored, rhiurz-riirtniucd four- 
poster, doited with bright red briar 
roses. Sad. 

After coffee, beer, cider, and milk 
chocolate, they go. 

"Cain we come again Joon? Cm 
we have spaghetti again soon? Will 
you come to us soon?" 

They pat me, hug me, kiss me, 
struggle into their mars and go, leav- 
iiiu [Mtci Is, hats, hrielcases, and 
umbrellas behind. 

They are awfully nice. 

* * * 

SARAH has terrible cold. 
B.B.C says it will be cloudy 
with some rain. Give Sarah fong 
lecture on the importance of 
kerping her extremities warm and 
fill rinn hiit-wjtri buttle from new, 
exciting, bright-red electrlr kettle. 
Forget to put in utopper. Sit down on 
it while still lecturing and scald bot- 
tom. Sarah goes out bare-legged, hare- 
chested, and as unconvinced as all 
daughters of all time. 

Winnie arrives with breakfast tray 



and papers. Her children have Ger- 
man measles. 

Breaking! is wonderful. Winnie b 
wonderful. Everything in my swirki 
is suddenly wonderful as a streak of 
yellow sun alights on the boiled Cfyj, 
Decide to lie and wallow in isomlrt- 
fulness, but morning papers dispel all 
wonder and the sun' goes in. 

Llewellyn telephones. "I'm here," 
he says in quiet, farming voice, "Can 
[ come ruund?" 

Later he conies. With him comes 
Wales, red fields, sloping lull, (o uiiltl 
shores, white cottages, the Eisteddfod, 
and nearly all Milk Wood. 

"I have fo go shopping," he says. 
"Anna needs collapsible bath lor the 
man baby. We arc in caravans uow. 
l he little house had to go with the 
farm." 

We shop at a large chain store, 
Llewellyn is the only man shopper 
without bowler hat. I am the nrils 
woman without crocodile bag. The 
black-suited gentleman assistant 
regards us with suspicion. 

"Of course it is for camping, 
madam. This is the only bath worth 
your consideration. Waterproof and 
convenient for packing, it collapse; 
thus." He demonstrates its colliipsibilt- 
ties and catches hts thumb in the legs. 
He is very brave, but turns pale- 
Llcwrllyn drops Fannj and rush™ HI 
his assistance, but brave Black-suited 
won't hear of it. 

"It's quite all right, sir," he assures 
us, "quite all right, Are you sure you 
have die hang of it?" 

"Oh, yes, indeed," we are terribly 
sure. Anything rather than have him 
catch his other thumb. Though it ll 
far more than we wanted to spend. w< 
agree to bjiv,ins; il because of the 
thumb. 

Llewellyn rakes Fanny timet one 
arm, expensive collapsible hath under 
the other, and we go up lo the tea- 
room for refreshment. 
'Tea? Tea for two?" 
The torn-looking, red-haired 
waitress with the pini eyes swings ■ 
pencil and pad from black tape 
attached 10 waist belt. 

"No toasted tea cakes, scones, but- 
tered haps, sandwiches, cokes, of 
jelliei?" 

■ Jiiai lea, thank you." 
She swings away behind swing door. 
Half an hour later she returns with I 
dolly's teapot for dwarfs, two teacup* 
for giants, n milk joe with iniri-ils i" 
navy-blue lettering, and a 'in hut- 
water jug. 

She hni forgotten the sugar. 
We drive back along die Fjtiibank- 
mcnt and .stop the car to watch th« 
sun dipping hehinri the boats' m«it> 
F'verything in misty pink, grey, y*'' 
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Beguiniiig an account of the daily 

life of a London housewife, told by her 
in charming and amusing episodes. 



w and gwtle, ^ bridges like 
6dc pen-and-ink drawings slung on to 
the piciure at the last minute. 

"London is beautiful," Llewellyn 
Bf i "but I couldn't live ill London; 
it would be the noise that would kill 

me." , 

I witi.li him as lie leans over the 
Embankment „sU. His green eyes 
behind their long, untidy, straw lashes 
» 2 tr caunly across the river to the 
trees opposite, and I think how like 
fir is to the wooden, rnrved heads 
!hr> make in Switzerland for cork- 
tops; carved crooked, chipped, nigged, 
red, brown, n!d and young, gay and 
orl. He chooses his reading arid music 
a carefully as he sifts his seeds. Chil- 
dren, animals, men and women feel 
are with him. He is the kindest man 
jiiirc Jcsoj- 

= I am staying with my smart friend 
—the surgeon, you know." He turns 
bis head suddenly and his speckled 
gn-en eyes arc laughing. 

"He will lie coming In slay at die 
farm in spring for fishing. I like to 
think of him fishing, then he is .it his 
best." 

Gel home to find letter from school- 
days" best friend I always hated and 
who now, after twenty years, can't let 
well alone. "Shall be in town Tues- 
day, Wednesday, 'Fhursday, Friday, 
and Saturday of neit week. Can't we 
ponihly meet.'*' 

We met once during ihe twenty 
years- It was 110 good. Hockey sticks, 
red hands, suede Shakespeare, and 
eager confidences ace things best 
buried. Tear up letter. Change to go 
out to dinner. 

Walk to car. Voices rommg down 
the street 

"It beats me. After alL she married 
a most delightful rrrature." 

The woman's voice is smart and 
[awl) annoyed. 

[ ban out of car and call Fanny- 
She has disappeared. Get out of car 
and gust of wind blows my newly 
brushed hair over my face. Cur.se 
Fanny. Run back tn the house. 

"Fanny! Where are you?" 

"Here she is." It is the man's 
voice- A tall, elegant, going-oui-to- 
dinncr man He has Fanny in his 
arms. She lies with legs and feathers 
outstretched, gazing up into his face. 

"You can't have her," says die 
man. "I love her. I must have here. 
She'* mine," and he twiddles round so 
that I can't see Fanny, only his broad, 
expensive back. The woman, a mink 
woman with heliotrope nails and 
cigarette, orange hair and a pul-on- 
top mouth, laughs deep m throaty 
throat. 

"Pekes are divine, aren't they?" 

Arrive late for dinner like a hfown- 
d«wn tent. Dinner party given for 
host's latest book. Haven't read 
hook, haven't heard of book, decide 
nnt to mention books, but eager, pink- 
haired woman in pink strapless dress, 
'with wide powder-blue eyes and short 
upper lip, inn, 

aver lemon souffle 
and jays, "Andrew tells ine you're in 
•he book world. I've always longed 
to be near books. Tet! me ubout 
books." 

Cih, Mother,, Mother, pin a rose 
on me." 

* * # 

T ONC-DISTANCE call from 
-U Frtuigte, my old mother's old 
companion. 

I think you should enme at once," 
she nhnuli down the wire. 

'I don't wan) to be an alarmist, 
bill she's smkm' fast. Of course it's 
not for me to say, but if f was you . . ." 

This happens about once a fort- 
night. Do I have to go? Is it seri- 
ous this time? If T don't go shall I 
ever forgive myself?" 

I' is as though someone else were 
Tire AtrsTiAUAn Womss.Vs Weexlt - 



talking, but it is really myself talking 
to me. It is two hundred and fifty 
miles whichever way you look at it, 
and when I get there my mother is 
sitting up in bed sucking beef tea and 
lint buttered toast. 

"You?" she says. "What on earth 
have you come for? You've oedy just 
left." 

Bungle hovers round the foot nl 
the bed, her loose lower plate clank- 
ing against hec loose upper plate. She 
seems fatter and more distraught than 
a fortnight ago, and there is a gTey 
button mining from her grey cardi- 
gan. 

There is also a hospital nurse who 
looks like a man: man's face, man's 
hands, and a man's wrist-watch. She 
is tall and gaunt and gruff, with horse- 
hair cropped short. She calls us all 
"dear." 

"I've really given up nursing, dear," 
she confides to me by the window, 
"but her mutfier likes me to come, 
ynu see, dear, so I said to my hus- 
band. Tie off for the night, dear," 
1 said, 'and don't get in another 
woman an I'll be back in the morn- 
ing," I said. Well, you know what 
bank managers are, dear?" And she 
jerks me in the ribs with a starched, 
scrawny elbow and cackles like a 
pantomime witch. 

After hotel dinner (chicken lying 
in a conl pool of beef-cube juice, 
sterilised, bicarbonate of soda sprouts, 
roast (one side only), potatoes, and 
aged yellow blancmange masquerading 
as lemon souffle), go bark to my 
mother's drawing'trami and sit by 
fire opposite male-type nurse, who 
eagerly accepts cigarettes and inhales 
like a tram-driver. 

"As I was saying, dear, ynu know 
what hank managers are. Poking 
their noses iuto everything. But he 
had warnrd her, dear. He foresaw 
the whole thing, dear. 'Forewarned 
Is forearmed,' he said, dear. Very 
unwi.se of iter not to lake his advice, 
dear, but she was always one to 
know best. After that, of course, he 
lost interest. Well, you know what 
men are, dear? 'Never run after a 
bus or a woman, that's my motto,' 
he always says. 

"He's like that. Oh yesl^very 
much like that, dear. Hut she paid 
for tl, dear, hand over fist she did, 
antJ lost the lot. A regular rogtit he 
was, that nephew: her sister's child, 
too, ycai can't hardly credit it, can 
you, dear? Oh! I could tell you some 
things, dear, they'd make your hair 
stand tin cud, dear, they would really." 

Drive through ten miles of beauty 
to station. Surely no trees have ever 
been so gold-topped in an evening 
sun. no earth so russet-red, no fields 
so lush green, no skies so purple, pink, 
mauve, or primrose-yellow. 

Arrive loo early and pace platform 
with Fanny, whose ears have been 
blown inside out. Surprised sheep 
watch us from tbeiT pen alongside 
the track. Tweed mother and duffle- 
coated son also pacing platform. 
Tweed mother's face round and 
blotched like a scarred balloon. 

"Would you think you got on well 
with Mr. Burton?" 

'"Dunno really." 

The sons voire rises like an anae- 
mic whistle through the top of his 
duffle, his cheeks are thin rau-de-nil 
and his teeth slick out over his collar. 

"A charming Im, the Burtons, Your 
father was so fond of them. Do you 
think you would like to work for 
him?" 

"Dunno really." 

"What will you do tonight?" 

"Dunno really." 

"You'll write and tell mr what you 
To page 42 
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ptmstMM&ean-whiteieeth 
3te healthy teeth 




Macleans lifts dinging coating 
dean off -even between teeth 
where the brush can't reach 
- keeps teeth whiter, 

SAFER FROM DECAY 



I n DtlpttJH your ■ wih i* 
wine yuu bene (II apef- 
UlJr frnm uurtfi M«i.(r»m. 
Unlike mitcu:-, 1 — uri 
puiln, Slue Jean* rmuiin 

i he tiruih oo'i reach. 



dentists YfcLL you that the firy 
Thin g to dn to keep your icclh 
healthy is to keep them clean. 
This is because a cutting forms 
uft your teeth, Jay unci night. A 
coming that not only makes 
your teeth dingy, hut harbmirj 
decay germs. 

Of course with ordinary 
tuothpartcs yuuean uruh mmt uf 
rJiu crating ufl- where the hrush 



(3D reach. But MaeJcam works 
in a different way. lis special 
ingredients li/i the harmful 
coaling clean off ihe teeth ; clean 
ihem whiter than ever before. 

If your Teeth ace white imd 
clean it ivy are tree from etiuting 
So they musi be safer from 
decay. Make the nmguc tot 
ytrurscifanJpimvciriaiAlaelean- 
whiic teeth jut healthy teeth. 



Did you Maclean your teeth today? 



BEAT 

SUMMER 

FATIGUE 




/, two 
Bayer'* Aspirin Tablets 
wi« get rid off tint tired, 
FASTI 



1 Lu» » Tftuwj 5*t m . ifdnrr 
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Letters from our Readers 



WEEK'S BEST LETTER 

yyilKlN »t remember Australia's Inundation item 
month could we not have c»lhci , elelir.t titms in 
.nldilKin to sports meetings, processions, and ir-rn ; n 1- 
ments ->l the firM landing no these shores? Would nut 
Australia seem marr -ignihianl to all of us il Mair 
orchestras gave symphony concerns with programme* of 
music by Australian composers, and if cinemas screened 
Australian films, old and new, in the week nearest to 
January 26* What about the professional thratrc pre- 
senting Australian plays at this period, witb Australian 
actors in thr leading rules.' Could Dot our national an 
galleries display more paintings by Australian artists 
at this lime, and bookshops give more prominence in 
works by Australian authors? 

Cl/l/. to Betty AJkim, Nbomxliffe, Brisbane 




■Titer,' 



3?* 



YJITHAT should one do when < mi I run led with a clear view of 
a person shoplifting? A friend told me reeendy that in 
a big store in our town she saw a woman ''lift" several aniclcs 
of underwear and leave the shop without being detected- In 
reply to my criticising her lor not denouncing the thief, she 
replied tlui ihe sum? should have provided lloor-ualkrrs, and, 
bcjsidrs, why should she get mixed up in the publicity of it 
alL Should we turn this blind eye, or should we "raise 
Cain 1 ' il we see a shoplifter in operation? 

10/6 lo (kmstance iL tattle, Swan Reach, Vic. 



yjKADINti about adult migrants coming from Britain for 
£10, and those under IS free, it seems rather Hard thai 
Ibe Inweii fee to send a Christmas parrel to Britain is 10/9. 
I don't think the post office would lose a great deal if this was 
reduicd over the festive season, because at the present rate 
die postage Ls almost as much as ihr parcel is worth. Not I 
help to boost Australian products! 

10/6 ro Mrs. M. Henry, SawlelL N.S.W. 

J^U 1~I ON days seem to be getting out ol hand. Surelv the 
lime has come to organise some central charity similar to 
die American t'ommuniiy Chest th.-u enuld bundle :i]| fin- 
ance. If we add up nil rhe two-shilling buttons bought in a 
year, the amount is staggering. Would it not be better to 
appeal lor 3 yearly cheque, which would be a taxation rebate 
to tbc donor, rather than drag ihc money, two shilling-, al a 
time, from unwilling pockets of a public too embarrassed to 
refuse? 

10/6 to Mrs. Kay Bohanna, Sogarah. N.S.W. 

J^AST year The Australian Wmnen's Weekly published a 
letter of naine with an appeal for used Christmas cards 
lu make HTapbnoks- "lite response was overwhelming. How- 
ever, I am unable ID du this work any longer and cannot use 
any mure cards. 

SOU in by Miss M. Vandrrsrhaar, Waverton, N.S.YV. 



Courtesy Lesson 

J[ AM sorry to read thai a visitor to Australia should find a 
lack of common courtesy marred "an otherwise fine coun- 
try." 1 refer to the remarks of Mrs. W. Thompson, of New 
Zealand ,'26/1 l/*!i8). While I am fully aw-are thai many inai 
and young people could improve a great deal in this respect, 
may I say Mrs. Thompson should attribute a considerable 
amount of the blame to the many women who. wlH-n offered 
seats, flounce into them as if ii were their right — not then- 
privilege- — often wilhonl lo much as a smile or a word oi 
thanks. Believe me, too often we can't blame the red- faced 
youth or maji for vowing inwardly "Never again!" 
10/6 Id Ckiiys Mayuard, Mount Perry, Qld. 

U^THAT a pity thai Mrs. Thompson, or New Zealand 
(26/ll/*S8), did not come tu Brisbane. She would have 
found a vast difference in courtesy there on the trams and 
buses. As a regular traveller by train and bus to and from 
wtill daily. I have never yel failed lo be offered a scat. Our 
young people, including the so-calltrd bmlgiet and w-itigics, are 
most punctilious in this respect, offering their scat with charm 
and courtesy 1 . 

10/6 to Mrs, J. Phillips \-hgroM-, Qld. 



Family afiairs 

^ jj EDDUShAG ED and cJdrrry korniM] u, rjers arc « iitllr vJ y 
cntrmfcining of ittigliburs' rJiildren breaking off their 
pel shrubs, uprooiin^ llirir flower*, and causing destruc- 
tion thfir property. For many years I've ttrivrd this 
prnblnu hy nuLiiig fri«ids with the eitiinVroi on nor 
strcrl, nmling ihcxn inlo my garden, prfing thfin first 
a pretiy flower, then as they grww abler potting etrltin^ 
or sccik to rtow. Often they lravr fhrir plants with 
irn\ md wr wairh and lend ihem together. Oiling 
ehildren iniorsted in your gjkrdm Iteens lhrni fmn> 
dc^roying it Even bushes en my footpath are never 
brohexL 

£1/1 /- to Othv Maxiauk, Qorns, Qld. 

# £'ttr» family U ftittd mith problem* thai mmwl hr 
jcir^ri a mMtrkahir vabtlian. Earn m**Je wee weill p+* 
tl .■ J/- far thr ^Ml le-tlrr wi&Bjr ■« yam aallW i'dV 




YK/VRS ago I thought the 
tclcpiione was a romaritic 
invrntjon. I used to hang 
around watting for it lo ring. 

Would Gladys invite me to her 
21st birthday? Would Ethel change 
her mind about the mixed doubles? 

Today, alas, the phone brings no 
romance, tints rigmarole. 

So many people Lifting on it m?em 
unable lu stop. 

.After a while they say, "I realk 
mustn't keep you." But they keep 
on keeping you. 

I have, therefore, given some 
thought to methods of ending tele- 
phutte conversation*. 

Yhv rough-and-r*Mry way is lo 
tell a straight-out lie, like: "There's 
someone at the door. Jack. I'll hale 
to go." 

Generally 1 prefer the milder 
"Ah, well" technique. 

By saying "Ah, well" or "All right 
then." you gradually suggest lo the 
ear-hasher that the talk is entering 
its final stage. 

'nhcr useful remarks are: "Til 
lie seeing you on Tumday. then," 
"It was very nice ol yoo rrt ring," 
"1 m afraid l'vr got a cake in the 



BUSY LINE 



oven," and { a sly nnf this) "I 
fealJy mijhTn't keep you," 

But the going is hirrd whfs yon 
came up against a lexiacious 
opponent fikr Mrs, Tram pleasure. 

She rang lhp other nighi and asLed 
to speait (n my wife. Mv -wife was 




out. but die was ready to talk to 
rnr instead, 

" H o w are the r.hildren ?" she 
asked. 

I Lnt-w 1 was sunk, bceauav after 
reply uuj that the tJiildrtn wm 
O.K. 1 had to ask Iww her dttfdrcoi 
were. 

"tni a tittle hit worried ah<nit 
Mnna," ibe said, "She's not eating 



as weii as she used to. And she's 
pit 1 huil lilde spot tm her ehin thai 
won't clear up. Of ronnie she's a 
very highly strong child, you know. 
She's dt>im> wonderfuUy well at her 
baHpt. Miss Stumbles chose her to 
be one of thr. two sisters in Cinder- 
ella at the concert — " 

And so on, about Ronnie and 
Zelda, too, for BV)6 minutes, 

*Tnau»'s nice," 1 said. "Ah, well, 
111 tell my wife yon rang." 

'^t cs, I really mustn't keep you. 
Mrs. Natter told me vour wife had 
a slight cold. I wish ynu'd get her 
lo inJiale with Motner H«tkum\ 
RalrO. It's old-fashi tined, I lt::(rw, 
but it's rcaJly wonderful. Tve used 
it for years, etc" 

"All rinht then, ft wax very nice 
of you to ring," 

There's jurt one thing T meant 
to ask. Dti you happen to know if 
Daisy Romping haj. broken cm* her 
engagement? I tell you why I'm 
asking, when we were at the nictrires 
the other night " 

"Exruse me, Mrs. Trampleasure. 
Thcir-'s wnriiiM- aT rhe door. 1 
really mnjrt go." 

T don*t like usin^ the lie direct. 
tlut Amy Tranrp^asure asks lor il 
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By DOROTHY BLACK 

■ S i txr» 3t school it had been pleasant enough to have three mothers, .ill descend- 
X , oe «n biro bearing gifts, mostly edible. Other boys, outfitted with only the 

/I „,ua] number of parents, had frankly envied him Auttl Laura, Aunt Nora, and 

t\ \uiit May, who had hrmrght him up » their own. 

i x^'t so simple now thai he wa» at sea, constrained to spend every leave 

■ ih them because they expected it. There they always were, wailing lor hint when 
Aunt Uirm, Auu't Nora, and Aunt May, grown older and wearing 



hi> ship came in. 



Other chaps no longer 



P^cuuar hits, sweeping the waterfront with binoculars. 

■■(ivM"'i hini, . 

Brought up at he had been on NeUon J famous signal, Ian saw no way out of the 
impiisf The Aunts, of course, should have had other interest!, but they hadn't. 
They »huuld havc married, hut none of ihem had, though there had once been an 
admiral in Aunt Nora's life. Tie liad given her a silver brooch of a battleship and 
hjd taken evasive action. 

Aunt l^ura was the strong-minded one. Ian had never grown out of being a liule 
.ifraid of her. It was Aunt l«iura who. when onre he ventured to speak of the 
rby when he would have a home of his own, impaled him with her agate eye and 
said- "This is your home, dear boy." 

[on had more or less resigned himself to fate, but there were bitter moments. 
IVrr had been a moonlight night off Gibraltar when he had heard the midshipmen 
talking, exchanging amorous memories and experiences ashore, as lads will. Some* 
<mr had said: "What about Number Two? Isn't he engaged yet?" 

Someone had said, "Good grief, no. Number Two is in love with his Three Old 
Auul= : ' Everyone had laughed. 

The gre> ship wallowed through the grey wastes of die Bay of Biscay. All aboard 
irtade Christmas plans. Not for many year* had any of them been at home for 
Christmas, and in fan's heart a wild hope surged. His Aunts, he knew, always went 
-broad. They spent the winter on the Riviera. 

Just for a little while he imagined that for once he might escape and spend 
his leavr in his uwn way- In die country somewhere, maybe in rooms in a village 
when- church bells would ring and children sing. There might even be sleigh- 
bells in the snow! 

It was not to be. He got the letter at Malta. 

"■Dear Bov — We are ail delighted at the prospect uf having you for Christmas 
once again We shall be in Cannes, as usual, anil what fun it will he to hang nut 
the stockings :igain together, quite like old times. 

"Spending leave with your Old Girls as before?" said Jimmic One kindly. He 
was busy tying up the strange assortment of toys he had purchased in Port Said 
far his son's Christmas stocking. 

Ian looked on gloomily. He could noi help wondering whether a child of nine 
months would really appreciate the cloth camel with authentir trappings and almost 
mthrntir smell, bin he said nothing. His not to question why. 

He had had trouble himself over suitable gifts for the Aunts, who long ago had 
absorbed all those blohs of amber, scarab bracelets, emhosscd handbags, wrought- 
leathcr belts, and fringed shawls that Eastern merchants sell with such' skill from 
little boats as they Hunt on the liquid garbage at Port Said. In the end he had decided 
it would be better to gel them something at home. 

Jimmic One had a little house in Pompcy, and a [ittle wife who looked like 
a gnome he had found somewhere and domesticated. He also had the aforesaid 
bsby, which seemed to accompany them everywhere on leave, done up in a kind of 
blue linoleum parcel. Tan envied them from the bottom of his heart. 

"You should break away, vou know." said Jimmie One gently, "You could buy 
them a Ptke.", 

Ian hinuell had once thought of that one, but it hadn'i worked. 
"They don't like dogs,' - be said sadly. 

Jimniir One smacked Ian on the baik and said: "Never mind, my old bando- 
lier. It's always darkest before dawn. Cheer up. Your time will come. After 
id), it's only a month." 

To a happily married man a month seemed all too brief. To a forlorn 

To page 3 6 

Peggy helped fan to fill the stockings which he gave every 
C/jrisfmtJS to his aunts. 



J 
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dtAippear* /™ <h<- W»«W It* disappear™,* H Wg* ™™ 

the message is reread »» (A* CbMtal "^'"i^" 1 SaErf SmMow 

JUCS, u3um* br«(h^. MIKE TRACE, is fhr -Junes gg5l-J2^mn?oSS 
5fi*<t, gffl./rimd i'JfJlfl' F"K«W «*o fta. fitted » e >"w%™™B k N ?AM- 
WOT for dinner, We, she MUs him V'hat W:Uard ha, he rrng, "™» 
ai^iii-y u-ftere he icorlrs end if (re/j o srnop by sm*n S -oul "i« first tutiei o/ the 
-(one's myslcrimn disappearance. 

When Hen trrer to ia/fr (a Afjl RSHAL1. KENT a ^-president o) the Mr»nes. 
rtm-np mifft FELIX aLLERDVCE, 11*0 is tririru/ In slfftt UP «* nirlmcs «MW« 
Kent If mdc M Wn, out rammon is a laugh enough newt-paperman to gel a parar-.- 
oer list from MM Amono ffce passenger:, are a woman and her small daughter. 
JANK They are prawned io he the to""'* °/ /ILri/F wifBHER, a boxer on (he eve 
of n big floht with WOLF HjIffAJV. The newt of (he plane is kept from Webber so 
as not to upsel htm jm the fight. 

Gradually 'he a" au/'ionrirs presirme that Coastal 214 must ftaee twe down in 
the tea and all Cuasl Cnards, sh-ppina and prunes are immed to keep xtsatrh, hut 
bad weather b reported and it the plane is in the sea it is apparent that Mie p/ioft! 
0/ (he passenaem KiB be desperate. NOW READ ON: 



ST NICHOLAS ARENA and bswfdow to fill, as aluays, 
and !he result was lhat I good number of ihe lans 
finally On hand to watch lllr Albie Wrhljer-W.il ( 
llai.Mii fight had arrived after hearing, ime way or 
.mother, the Q.W «■ hnlN-tin. Those in thr arrna who 
krjrw that Mrs. Albie Webber and hrr daughter Were aboard 
ihr missing plane rebved the information quickly to those 
«bo did nol. They were all fighl fans, nothing more, and 
ihev had nol made the rflort tk-»t ihe newspapermen had 
mad* tri ascertain that this arrually was the wile of the fighter. 
'ITiri assumed she was. They were just as right as the newv 
papcrmrn. 

The only insulated man in the house was Alhie Wehte-r. 
ihe fighter himself. He did not knnw, and no one now would 
tell him. Thr ring anniiunrer Innkrd fearfnlly at him as he 
called his name, arid on the television mirniphrinr the spom- 
enster who was going to do the himv-by-hlnw Inwered his voire 
tt> a pitch of dramatic intensity and said: 

"Indies and gentlemen, you're looking at a Ejrhler whrtv 
wife and rhild art reported alMianl the missins aircraft." 
The ^ peaked paused and lirralhed heavily. "We don't 
know for rertain I hat Alhie Webber has been told it's almost 
a one-hundred-per-cent certainty that he, hasn't. He^ looks 
ratm. he looks coniposed. hr looks to he in control of himself, 
the same Alhie Wehher we Ye seen before, that samr pleasinp 
roniender from TenaHy. FIe'« ihe unHerdojt m this fisht. ladies 
and gentlemen, and now in the face of a . . . well, a titanic 
pcr-siMiiil traurtly, what will he do? Wliai would you do?" 

A hoarse swire miillded from the gallery: 

"Ou pet him. Albs.-! Take him apart!" 

!l could not be known whelher ihe voice knew or not 
about Albic Webber's wife and rhild. 
Hut it was all the crowd needed. 

They came massed suddenly to iheh- feet, roaring Alhie 
Webber on. And the fighter heard them. Hr wemrd to nod 
his liead, and a% the firv round commrnred he came nut and 
dtovr a ri^ht hand hard to the midsrnirm □( Wall Hainan, 
I hen a led and a right to the head, and Hawaii was dnwn on 
he lLiir^-= ,-vmid an animal roar that was, in direct translation, 
the rrawd's pity for the other man- the man who had hit him. 

Hagan stayed there where he was, and when the referee 
had counted to ten he came quickly to his feet, looked once 
at Alhie Weblvr, then ^rahlwd a tnwrl from one of his seconds, 
and settled it over his shoulders, and half-vaulted from (he 

nnB - 

Tn his dressing-room H&gan sat on the rubbing tahte and 
let Dolphin Grimes, his second, cot thr gloves off his hands. 

Happy Gallant, Hagan's manager, pared the floor like a 
rat;ed puma. Suddenly he <topped and pointed a savage 
finger at hii fighter. 

"Fight to five! You was eight lo five!* 1 

"Shul up!" Hngan said In him. 
Oh, yeah, shul up!" the manager yelled. "I'm gonna (ell 
von something, bright boy. You tell me '.Inn up, but I'm 
ffonna tell \ou something. Yoo're lucky lhat guy had the 
wife and kid nn the aeroplane. You hear me? I.uckyl Be- 
cause h wasn't they'll leel sorry [or him, ihe eommiuion'd hat 
you for life. .And hold up ihe purse, toot Whai are you 
gonrut say to that?" 

"Shul up!" Hasan raid. 

Happy lapped himself rapidly on the chest. "1 never told 
a lighter of mini" lo lie down in my life. Tonight, what? 'Oh. 
I rani fight him! He's going to kill rnc! Kill mr, kill me, 
kill me!' Kill yon? Thai man rouldn'l kill you with a 32 
in nnc hand and a bayonet in thr other. He hit vuu one 
time, you got on your knees and utayed there. What are 
vnu? A Mohammedan? Whal were you doing? Facing 
east? Mecca or something?" 

He stood before hit fighter, putting his face close to Wolf 
Hagan's "I'm gonna tell you something, busier, I'm gonna 
tell vou something. No matter how it works out, hii wife 
and kid ate dead or hit wife and kid are alive nr it wasn't hii 
wile and kid to begin wilh. yuu got one or two things gntma 
happen. Father you threw the fiijbi or vou didn't ihrow thr 
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ligbl. in which case I cau'l 
es«i get you a re-match, you 
|, M t v> had. So either ■■>:.> 
Wrhla-r gen ihe shul at ihe title 
instead ..I mil Yuu want 10 
know what 1 estimate? I csti- 
■ mate iwo million dollars, A 
million dollars that should 
have been yours and a million 
dollars lhat gol no business 
bcuiff his. Bright l»y. vou 
went and kicked Iwo million 
dollars in the pants." 
"All righl." Ilagan 
J him* 

"All riirht?" the manager 
said, "All right?" He threw 
his h.in<is up a* il he were a 
hold-up victim. "Two million 
dollars, and all he can say is 
all right," 

"Leave me take a shower, 
will yiHi, please?" the fighter 
said. 

"You didn't sweal none." 



lid lo 



"Whai for?" Gallant vtiri 
"Maybe I want to get wet." 

"You alre.uk wr1 " Gallant jerked his ihontb towards 
the arena outside ihe door. "You went diving. Remember?" 

"You gonna kill me with your jokes,™ Wolf Hagan said. 

"I'm ironna kill vnu with somi thing rl%e besides jokes." 
Gatlnnl said Hr looked at the two seconds, Marr Klein 
and Dolphin Grimes. "New way to become rhatnpion, boyi. 
Put your family on an aernplane that falh down some place. 
Then all yon got lo do is look at the other -fighter and he 
falls down, roo." 

"lajok, will vou. please?" the fighier 'aid. "Tonight was 
a fluke." 

The manager nodded heavily. "Two million dollars." 

"Stop it with two million dollars," Hngan said. '"You're 
always spending monrv yon ain't gnt." 

"I've stripped spending," Gallant said bitterly. "All I 
know is Webber's gonna be champion where it should 
hev been you." 

"No, hr won't!" Wolf Hagan said. "He's gonna quit fight- 
ing." 

"Who i old you? A gipsy?" 

"II it was my wife ami kid I'd quit fighting," Hagan laid. 
"I told yiHi heforc ihe fight, vuu still can't get it through 
Vout hrud," Gallant said. "It wasn't your wife and kid." 



News, rumor, and tsolalrd Tartors of hysteria worked 
almost together now, at (his stage; yet tomrthing else was 
beginmng lo happen, too. 

Here and there people ronnrcled wilh the event in one 
way or another began to be puzzlrd. 

lien Gammon was one of them. 

"In a way, it dorsrt'1 mr'ke sense." he said. 

F.mmy Verdon said, "What doesn't?" 

"I/tting radio cnntacl before tnsing radar contact." 

"1 cfnn'l understand it," Emmv said. "I don't know how 
those things work. Is it supposed to be the other way round? 
Are they supposed lo lose the radar before ihe radio?" 

"No,** Gammon said. "No. It's nol which should happen 
first. The two of them ought lo happen al about the same 
time." 

"Why?" F.mmy said. . . 

"I don't know." Gammon said. "1 wish 1 knew more almit 
thai kind nl thing." He was standing at the window, looking 
out at the rain, and ihe glass m his hand was empty. "I'm 
nol s-crv mechanical." 

"Well, there's stiTI hope," Emmy said. "Don'l you ihink?" 

"Sure I do," be said. "If he's down in the water and 
he's got any kind of life-saving equipment at all, thev're hound 
in get some kind nf a fix on him, even in had weather. 1 just 
don't understand il, whirh in itself doesn't mean much. 
Maybe we've gnl the story a little twisted. Who knows?" 

Emmy said, "What dn you mean, twisted?" 

"I'm nol mad at Willard," he said. 

"What's brine mad at Willard got tn do with it?" 

"1 mean if he gave you the facts wrong it doesn't have to 
be his fault," 

"But w-hy would Mike's own rtmthrT has*e the facts "wrong?" 

"Who knows? Something like this, at (his stage of it, no 
liody really knows what the real pomi-to-pnim story is. Yon 
know." 

"Bui the important thiny is there'* still hone," Emmv said. 

"Thai's right," Ben Gammon said, arid turned lo look al 
her. He almost said. "You'll wind up marrying MiVe vt." 
hut it would have been a rniel thing to say — at least, at prrscnt. 
A cruel ibing lo Emmy, and cruel, loo, to himself. 

At ID. 19 a new lead came over the wires of Ihe Global 
Press A-ssoeintion: 

A FOUR-ENGINE COASTAL AIRLINER WITH 16 

PERSONS ABOARD INCLUDING THE WIFE AND 

CHILD OF BOXIN" STAR ALBIK WEBBER IS MISSING 

AND FT.ARED DOWN AT SEA OFF THE NORTHERN 

FLORIDA OR CAROLIN'V COASTS. 

WEBBER, WHO HAD NOT YFT BEEN INFORMED 



OF I HE NEWS. SCORED A SENSATIONAL ONE-PUNCH 
KNOt'MU T OVER HE WILY FAVORED WOLF IIA.,*N 
IN IHI IR SVrlONALLY TELEVISED BOUT FROM 
NEW YORK'S ST NICHOLAS ARENA TONIGHT. 

BESIDES HIS FIVE- YEAR-OLD DAUGHTER JANF„ 
THREE OTHER CHILDREN. TRAVELLING WITH 
THEIR PARENTS. WERE AMONG THE PASSENGER 
I 1ST OF TWELVE ON THE PLANE WHICH LEFT 
MIAMI VI 36 V VI., EASTERN TIME, HEADED NON- 
STOP FOR LAG CAR DI A AIRPORT IN NEW YORK. 

GO\S l M. AIRLINES REPORTED THAT HIE PLANK 
FAILED TO MAKE A SCHEDULED RADIO CONTACT 
\T (Hi! PM AT FIRST IT W \S REPORTED THAT 
DESPITE I -MITRE OF Al-L EFFORTS TO MAKE 
R\DK> CONTACT. THE GIANT AIRCRAFT STILL WAS 
VISIBLE TO RADAR WATCHERS ON THE GROUND 

HOWEVER, A LATER REPORT STATED T HIS WAS 
NO IjONGER TRUE. THE PLANE WAS ElJUIPPRD 
WITH LIFE-SAVING OCEAN GEAR IN CASE OF EMER- 
GENCY OVER WATER., AND OFFICIALS WERE EX 
PEGTF.D TO ORDER AN OCEAN SEARCH OF THE 
CRASH AREA DESPITE THE PREHURRICANE RAINS 
AND HIGH TIDES LASHING THE ATLANTIC COAST 
ANOTHER PLANE, CHARTER ED F OR THE LISK UI 
ARMY SERVICEMEN AND THEIR DEPENDANTS 
TOOK OFF FOR NEW YORK FROM MIAMI FOUR 
MINUTES FOU.OWING THE DEPARTURE OF T'B. 
ILL-FATED COASTAL FLIGHT 214. WITH 'tl (REPEAT 
91) PERSONS ABOARD. BUT WAS REPORTED IT) 
HAVE PASSED THE COASTAL PLANE WITHOUT 
MISHAP. 

IN ADDITION TO ITS TWELVE PASSENGERS ANT) 
CREW OF FOUR. COASTAL 211 WAS REPORTED 
CARRYING AN EXOTIC CARGO OF FREIGHT 
There was more in it than that, of rmtrse, but that wai 
the lop to it. Harry Timmotis, the te-writr man al Global 
Press Association in New York, had rapped il out in a liurrv — 
working so fast lhat jil least one line was clearly mialeadinf; 
Ihe on' where he wrote, "three other children, travelling wild 
their parents," making it sound as if there were three other *ets 
of parents when what he meanl was ihe Diaz family of five? — 
hut he had accomplished thr main purpose, which was tn get 
Albie Webber up iti the lead. Some fifteen or twenty million 
persons had watched Webber knock out Wolf TIagart nn 
television, and Webber was, at this point, the story. 

The news agencies had nol yet learned when ihe Coast 
Guard would start moving in on it; nor that a comparison 
ol radar observation* at several southern poinis had. in > 
matter nf only rerenl minutes, narrowed the potential crash 
site. Not by much, but "not much*' was enough to eliminate 
TitWXI square miles from' the search area. 

Still, with the lack of contact and the weaiher. it was going 
to be difficult, indeed. Difficult and, again, punfing. There 
were things about it lhat did not hold right- Mavhe it was 
nothing more ih^n the fan that this kind of accident never 
passed easily while it was m the process uf happening. The 
usual kind -the one you didn't hear ahrmt till afterward— gait 
you the benefit al least of a lirtle hindsight and reflection. 



Dutifully, the wife and son of Herman Jonas had gone with 
him lo (he airport to sec him off on the Everyinrh. The son 
was sr-vrnteen years old. wangling arid wary, the proriurl nf 
bis modier's first marriage. The mother was a small, birier- 
faced wnman. with rnuge plastered on her cheeks. 

"You'd Ihink he'd have given me more than Ihinv-fivr dol- 
lars,™ she said. "What am I going to do with thinv-fivt 
dullars?" 

"You married him, old lady," the son said. "Nni me." 

"Whai if one of us had lo gn to hospital?" she said. They 
were seated al ihe kitchen table in the flat-roofed subdis-iudn 
house IhaL Herman Jonas oscried. "What wmild thirty-five 
dollars du then?" 

"Use his mediral fund," the son said. "What do you think 
insurance is for?" 

"What's going to happen now?" she said. "You going lo 
start in defending him?" 

"Nol ine," the son said. "All 1 was saying was simply he's 
got insiiranre-u" 

"Has he ever got insurance?" ihe mother said. "Artdj" t 
yon know what being insuranre-poor means?" 

"Not exactly." the boy said. 

"It means,™ the mulher went on, "yon spend so much oo i 
insurance you dott'l have enough left over lo afford the every- 
day ihings of life. Thirty-five rotten dollars, and he'll 
be nearly a week in New York. Now do you understand?" 

"In other words," the boy, Andy, said in a soft vnice, "he"« 
got a loi of insurance." 

ir But it's life insuiance. peartically all of it," his mcrthef 
said. "If something happens with doctors or boqiiuils. whai 
good does it dn?" 

"1 knrrw." Andy said. 

"Whai do sou mean, you knosv?" 

"I knnw atiotii hi? tile insurance." 

"How do you know'" 

"I jtisi know." 

"Have you liern looking through his paprrs .icain?" 

"Whv not? You do it" 

"I'm his wile." 

" I m his son." 

"No. vou're not." 

"He keeps telling me I am." 
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by CHARLES EINSTEIN 



"You're your father's son-" 

"Hi- keeps idling ait to treat him like my real father. ' 

"It was a black day I married him," the mother taifi Hnr 
fere worked and she began 10 cry "Andy, be a good boy 
□ml Ret mr the brandy off the shelf in the cupboard. I only 

^•Ci'u "out! old lady," the boy said, and went and got the 
brandy and ft thr bottle down iu front of her. 

"A glass too," she said to him. 

•■Maybe I should gel two glasses." the boy said. 

"Whv do y ou have to drink anything?" 

"Well" *°n ^td, "we're sitting here celebrating." 

"Huh," thr mother said. She took the glass he gave her 
md poured the brandy for herself. "Celebrating what? 
The* same four walk? The thirty-five dollar*?" 

"We're celebrating because he's . - The boy paused. 
Then he said, not here." 

The mother nodded. "I didn't think of that." She dm alt 
jome brandy. "You're right. Go ahead. Pour yourself 
wmethins. thirty-five dollars!" 

"Hot," he said, sitting down a! the tabic across from her 
wirbnul pouring himself anything m drink; "there's always 
the insurance." 

"Sure! The insurance. If be drops dead. 

"Maybe he will." 

'Him? He'* healthy as a horse." 
"lie- flies a lot," the boy said. 

"That's right," the mnlher said. "Tie flies a lot" 
"Plants crash sometimes." 

"We might as well sit here and dream," she said, and had 
some mote brandy. 

"Tell me," he said. "I want tD know. Do you hate him? 
Do you really hate him?" 

She sat there, her hand gripping the glass, staring into 
emptiness. After a time she said slowly, "Y«. I hate him. 
Ifim and his stinking thirty-five dollars." 

"I hate him, too," the boy said quietly. His eyes seemed 
10 come alight. "And if he crashes on a plane, the insurance 
ts worth more, isn't it?" 

"He didn't rake oat any of that flight insurance at the 
airport," the mother said "He was going to, hut we were 
late getting there." 

"The regular life insurance he's got ought 1o be plenty," 
thr boy said. 

"All right," she said, a little more thickly and heavily than 
before- "When', the crash?" 

"Ifa he all right with you, wouldn't it?" the boy saio. 
He was watching her carefully. I 

"Iastrn," she said to him, "1 don't rare what happens J t l 
to him as Inng as I can get my hands on something more 
than what he's he«-n leaving around." 

"Old lady," the son said, "it's a good thing for both 
of us I'm smart.' 1 

She nodded and refilled her glass. "Some day you'll 
be a famous scientist and give money to your mother.™ 

That's right," he said, and paused, 
looking at her. "I'm working on some- 
thing right now." 



"That's my son," she said. "Always studying." 

Suddenly he stood up. "Bark in a minute," lie said. 
".Something to show you." 

She nodded again, looking deeply into her glass. 

"Here," he said. "See what I've got?" 

She looked dimly. "Scrap-hooks. Two scrap-books." She 
shook her head. "I didn't know yon kept scrap-books." 

"Look," he said, and plain] the books down nn the table, 
then started to run through the pages. "This one was the 
one tflat happened in Canada. The other one was the one 
■ liar happened in Colorado. Both times ihry nut bombs oil 
the planes and blew them up. Both times they were caught." 

"What's that?" the woman said. "What's that?" 

"They didn't think it through enough," the boy said. "Now. 
listen and try to understand. When I've been working on 
» something entirely different. New in principle. Arc you 
listening?" 

She nodded. 

"What rmi do is think with them all the way." He had 
begun to talk more rapidly. "The investigators, I mean. A 
Immh blows up a plane, they ran figure out later whati> hap- 
pened. Why? Because they're looking for it, that's why. 
They're not miracle men. If they have no other reason 
for a plane crashing, they look for reasons. But if thev 
have a reason" — be shook his head slowly — "f hey')] never 
look any further." He smiled. "So. You give them a 
reason. You understand? You make smnething else happen 
first. Before the bomb goes off." 

"Something else," the wuman said dully, nodding her head. 

"it works in three stages." her son said. "The last stage 
is the Immh going off. The stage before that is something 
else wrong with, the plane— not too bad, not too good. F.nough 
to make them, think it's what brought about the crash, but 
not so muc h that when they look at it thry think of sabotage. 
The hydraulic - . , well, you don't understand. Anyway, 
that's stage number two." 

ITc smiled. "Stage number one, before anything happens, 
is for the radio to go dead. So he ,-an't report stage number 
two to anybody. You see, old lads ? You sex how it all ties 
together. It's a problem, old lady, but it deserves being solved, 
don't you think?" 

"I suppose so," the mother said, drinking. "The trouble 
is, you wouldn't do it" 

"No?" 



orderly 



"No. Now that I think of u you're always talking almut 
blowing him up with a bomb." 

"It takes a genius to figure something like this out," he 
said easily. "It isn't just a matter of a time-bomb. It needs 
know-how -oiuuihs and months of studv and work. Elec- 
tronics." 

"Of course," thr mother agreed. "F.lrrtrnnirs." 
"From the rlcrlmmr to the nif ( Imniciil, but in 
phases." 

"Orderly faces." 

"First phase first." 

"Second face second." 

"Third phase ..." 

The Jlllone fang. 

"IrU be for you," the hoy said. 

"Then Til answer it," the mother wirf, and went out into 
the front hall when? the phone was, saying, "I'm craning. I'm 
coming," as she went. 

She wa« gone a good while. When she came bark her lave 
was dull, and she said, "What time is it?" 

"About ten-lliirtv," the bov said. "What's the matteT?" 

The mother looked around the room. Her eyes settled 
nn her son as if she was seeing him tonight for the first lime. 

She -did slowly, "What did you do?" 

He frowned in bewilderment. "WTial did I do?" 

"That was the paper. The newspaper. On the phone. 
What did you do?" 

"Old lady." he said, "f don't hear ynar message. What 
do you . - .* 

"WHAT DID YOU DO?" she screamed. 



Tf it is true that half the adult population uf the United 
States is interested in news and the nther half in sporty then 
by eleven o'clock, both through news broadcasts and the tele- 
cast of the fight in New York, almost everybody in thr country 
must has'e knuwn about thr F.vcrvinch. The piihlir had be- 
come privy to information which at such a stage was usually 
severelv restricted and constrained. The wnndrrful thing 
about it — if wonderful is the word — was that, as far as prac- 
tical value was concerned, the public knew just as much as 
was known by the private officials. 

Some ol the public knew more, in a way. In Jamaica, 
New York, the formtT wife of Mike Trace, pilot of Coastal 
214, heard the broadcasts. Her name was Karen — Karen 
Trace, for she had kept her married name, even after her 

To pat>r 45 



"Look" said Max Wild, sitting on the 
edge of Timmoas' desk, "you can make 
the story sound more exciting than that." 
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>«, matter what vour ago — the shining star of Christinas 

Is the belief yon will get yonr heart's desire . , 

A complete stary hj RIMER GO»DEi\ 



THIS il a story shout wishing. It is 
also about a doll and a little girl. It 
begins with the doll. Hrr name, of 
course, was Holly. 

It could nor have been anything rise, for 
she was Hrpiwd for Christmas in a red dress, 
though hrr petticoat iitid siloes and socks were 
green. She was ten inches high and care- 
fully Jointed; she had real gold hair, brown 
glass eyes, and teeth like tiny china pearls. 

It was the murning of Christmas F.ve, the 
last day before Christmas. The toys in Mr. 
Blossom's toyshop in the little country town 
stirrrd and shook themselves after lite lung 
night "We tnusi he sold today," they said. 

"Today?" asked Holly. She liad been un- 
packed only the day before and was the 
newest my in the shop. 

Outside in the street it was snosving, hut 
the toyshop window was lit and warm- it had 
been lit all night. The tops showed their 
tinning colors, the halls their b.mds of red 
And yellow and blur; the trains were tcady to 
run round and round. There were steam- 
boats and clerlrir boats; the sailing boats 
shook uut their fresh white sails. The 
clticltWurk toy* had each 113 private key; the 
teasels gleamed in their boxes. There were 
aeroplanes, trumpets, and doll perambulators; 
the locking-horses looked as if they were 
prancing and the teddy bears held up their 
furry arms- 
There was every kind of stuffed animal: 
Tahhifs ami lions and tigers, dogs and rats, 
even turtle* with real shells The drills were 
011 a long glass shelf decorated with tinsel, 
baby dolk, and bride dolls with bridesmaids 
in every color, a boy doll in 1 kilt and an- 
other who was a sailor. One girl doll was 
holding her glovr-s, another had an umbrella. 
They were all beautiful, but none of them 
had been sold 

'We must he sold today," said the dolls 
"Today," said Holly. 

Like the teddy bears, the dolls held out 
their arms. Toys, of course, think the oppo- 
site way to you, "We shall have a litllr boy 
or girl for Christmas," said the toys, 

"Will I?" asked Holly. 

"We shall have ticiines." 

"Will I?" asked llollv. 

'llir toys knew what homes weic like Irons 
the broken dolts who came to the shop to be 
mended. "There are warm fires and lights," 
tlld the dolls. "Rooms filled with lovely 
things. We feel children's hands" 

"Hah! Children's hands are rough," said 
llir big toy owl, wlio sat nn a p'retending 
braiKh near th,- dolls, "They arc rough, 
ihcy can squeeze." 

"I want in lie sniiewd," said a little elc- 
ph.int. 

"We have never felt a child's hands," said 
two baby hippopotamuses. They were marie 
■Ji grey velvet, and their pink velvet mouths 
wetc open and as wide as the rest of them. 
I heir names were Mallow and Wallow "We 
have never felt a child's hands." 
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Jr- Neither, of luurse, bad Holly. 

The owl's name was Abracadabra. He was 
so big ami important that he thought the 
toyshop belonged to him. 

"1 thought it belonged to Mr. Blossom," 
said Dully. 

"Hsst! T-whoo!" said Abracadabra, which 
was his way of being cross. "Does a new 
little doll dare to speak?" 

"Be careful. Be careful," the dolls warned 
Holly. 

Abracadabra had wide spread wings marked 
with yelluw and brown, .1 big booked beak, 
and white fell leet like claws. Above his 
eyes were two fierce black tufts, and the eyes 
themselves were so big and green that they 
made green shadows on bis round white 
checks. His eyes saw everything even at 
night. Kven the biggest dolls were afraid of 
Abracadabra. 

Holly's place nn the glass shelf was quite 
close M Abracadabra. He gave her a look 
with his green eyes. 

"This is the last day for shopping/* said 
Abracadabra. "Tomorrow Lhe shop will be 
shut." 

A shiver went round all the dolls, but 
Holly knew Abracadabra was talking to her. 

"But the fathers and mothers will romc 
today," said lhe lillle elephant. He was 
railed Crumple because his skin did not fit 
but hung in comfortable folds round his neck 
and his knees. He had a scarlet flannel saddle 
hung with bells, and his crank, his mouth, and 
his tail all turned up, which gave him a rheer- 
ful expression, Il was easy for Crumple to 
be cheerful; on his saddle was a ticket marked 
"Sold.** He had only to be made intn a 
parcel. 

"Will 1 be a parcel?" asked Holly, 

"I am sure you will," said Crumple, and 
he waved his trunk at her and told the Hnlls, 
"Ynu will be put into Christmas stockings." 

"Oooh!" said thr dolls longingly. 

"But you won't all be sold," said Abra- 
cadabra, and Holly knew he was talking to 
her. 

The sound of a key in (hr lock was heard 
ll was Mr, Blossom come to open the shop. 
Peter, the shoplioy, was close behind him. 
There could be no more talking, but, "We 
can wish. We must wish," whispered the 
dolls, and Holly whispered, "1 am wishing." 

*TIno! Hoo!" went Abracadabra. It did oot 
matter if Peter and Mr. Blossom heard him; 
it was his toy-owl sound, "Hoot Hoo;" They 
did not know, but the toys all knew that it 
was Abracadabra's way of laughing. 

The toys thought that all chfldreo have 
homes, but not all children have. 

Far away in the city was a big house called 
.St. Agues*, where thirty boys and girls had 
to live together, but now, for three days, 
they were saying goodbye 10 St. Agnes'. "A 
kind lady or gentleman — has asked you for 
Christmas," Miss Shepherd, who looked after 
them alL had told them, and one by raw 
the children were railed for or taken to the 
tram. Soon there wuuld be no one left in 
die big house hut Miss Shepherd and Tvy. 

Ivy was a little girl sis years old with 
straight hair rut in a fringe, blue-grey ryes, 
:tnd 1 turnrrt-up nose. She bad a green coat 
the color of her name and red gloves, but nn 
lady or gentlemen had nsked for her for 
Christmas "1 don't care," said Ivy. 

Sometimes in Ivy ihere was an empty feel- 
ing and the emptiness ached; il ached so 
much lhat she had to say something quickly 
in case she cried and, "1 don't care at all," 
said I vy. 

"You will care," said the last boy, Barna- 
bas, who wits waiting for a taxi, "(look has 
gone, the maids have gone, and Miss Shep- 
herd is going to her sister. You will care," 

"I won't," said Ivy, and she said more 
quickly, "I'm going to my grandmother." 

"You haven't got a grandmother," said 
Barnabas. "We don't have theni." Thai was 
"rue- The boys and girls at St. Agnes' had 



no fathers and mothers, let alonr grand- 
mothers, 

"But I have," said Ivy. "at Aylesbury." 

I do not know how the name came into 
Ivy's head. Perhaps she liad heard it some- 
where. She said it again: "In Aylesbury." 

"Bet you haven't," said Barrmlias, anil hr 
went on saying that until his taxi came. 

When Barnabas had gone, Miss Shepherd 
said, 'Tvy, I shall have 10 send you to the 
country, tu our infants' home. There is no- 
where rise for you tt> go." 

"I'll go to my grandmother," said Ivy. 

"You haven't got a grandmother," said 
Miss Shepherd. "I'm sorry to send you to 
the infants' home, for there won't be much 
for you to see there or anyone to ta Ik to, 
hut f don't know what rise to do wilh yntt. 
My sister has influenza and I have to go and 
nurse her." 

"I'll help you," said Ivy. 

"You might catch it," said Miss Shepherd. 
"'Thai wouldn't do," and she took Ivy to the 
station and pot her 011 the train. 

She put Ivy's suitcase in Lhe rack and gave 
her a parket nf sandwiches, an apple, a ticket, 
two shillings, and a parcel that was her 
Christmas present; on to Ivy's coat she 
pinnrd a label with the address of the 
infants' home. "Be a good girl," said Miss 
Shepherd, 

Whrn Miss Shepherd had gone. Ivy tore the 
label off and threw it out the window. Tra 
going to my grandmother," said Ivy. 

All day long people came into and out of 
the toyshop. Mr. Blossom and Peter were so 
busy they could hardly snatch a cup of tea. 

Crumple was made into a parcel and taken 
away; teddy bears and sailing ships were 
brought out of the window, dolls-were lifted 
down from thr shelf. 'Die boy doll in the kilt 
and the doll with the gloves were sold, acid 
baby dolls and brides. 

Holly held out her arms and smiled her 
1 hiiia smile, 

"I am here. I am Holly," she said, and 
she wished, "Ask for me. Lift me down. 
Ask!" but nobody asked. 

"Hoo! Hoof" said Abracadabra. 

Ivy was still in the train. She had eaten 
her sandwiches and opened her present. She 
had hoped and believed she would have a 
doll this Christmas, but the piesent was a 
pencil-box. A doll would have filled up the 
emptiness, and now it ached so much that Ivy 
had to press her lips together tightly and, 
"My grandmother will give me a doll" she 
said nut loud. 

"Will she, dear?" asked a litdy sitting oppo- 
site, and thr people in the carriage all looked 
at Ivy and smiled. 

"And where does your grandmother live?" 
asked a gentleman. 

"In Aylesbury," said fVy. 

The Lady nodded. "That will be two or 
three stations," she said. 

"Then- there is an Aylesbury,'* thought 
Tvy. 

The lady got out, ninre people got in, and 
the train went on. Ivy grew sleepy watching 
the snnwdakes fly past the window. The train 
sinned to be going very fast, and she leaned 
her head against the carriage cushions and 
sllul her eyes. 

When she opened them the train had 
stopped at a small station and lhc people in 
her carriage were all getting out. The gentle- 
man lifted her suitcase down From the rack. 
"A . . . b . . . y" said the notice-boards. Ivy 
could not read very well, but she knew "A" 
was for Aylesbury. I n a moment she was 011I 
in the street and the train had chuffed out of 
the station. 

"I don't care," said Ivy, "inis is where my 
grandmother lives." 

The country town looked pleasant and clean 
after the city. [here were cobbled streets 
going up and down and houses with gables 
wrrhangjng the pavements and rools jumbled 



together. Some ol the houses had windows 
with many small panes, some had doors with 
brass knockers. The paint was bright and else 
curtains clean. "I like where my giaiiclmothei 
lives," said Ivy. 

Presently she came to the market square, . 
where the Christmas market was going on. 
There were stalls of turkeys and geese, fruit 
stalls with oranges, apples, nuts, and tanger- 
ines, that are like small oranges, wrapped in 
silver paper. Some stalls had holly, mistle- 
toe, and Christmas trees, some had flowers; 
there were stalls of china and glass, and one 
with wooden spoons and bowls. 

One woman was selling balloons and an 
old man was cooking hot chestnuts. Meat 
were shouting, the women had shopping-bags 
and baskets, the children were running, every- 
one was buying and selling and laughing. 
Ivy had spent all her life in St. Agnes'; she 
had not seen a market before and, "I won't 
look fin: my grandmother yet." said Ivy, 

In the toyshop Mr. Blossom had never 
made so murh money, Petri had never worked 
so hard. Peter was fifteen; he had red cheeks 
and a smile as wide as Mallow's and Wal. 
low's; he took good care of the toys and did 
everything he could to help Mr. Blossom. 
"That abominable boy will sell every toy in 
the shnp," grumbled Abracadabra. 

"What's abominable?" asked Holly. 

"It means no good," said the dolls, "hot 
be is good. Dear, dear Peter!" whispered the 
dolls, but Abracadabra's green eyes had caught 
the light from a passing car. They gave a 
flash, and rarilebang! Peter fell down the 
stepladder from lop 10 bottom. He Inuuped 
his elbow, graved his knee, and tore a big 
hole in his pocket. 'Tlold .in I Co slow! ' 
said Mr Blossom. 

"Yes, sir," said poor Peter in a very little 
voice. 

"Did yon see that, dtd you see that?" 
whispered the dolls. Hollv wished she were 
farther away from Abracadabra. 

Soon all the baby dolls bin one were sold, 
and most of the teddy bears. Mallow and 
Wallow were taken for twin boys' stockings; 
they were done up in two little pan els and 
carried away. Hardly a ball was left and 
not a single aeroplane. The sailor doll was 
sold, and the doll with the umbrella, but still 
no one had asked fnr Holly. 

Dolls are not like «s; we are alive as soon 
as we are born, but dolls are not really alive 
until they are played wilh. "I want to be 
played with," said Holly. "I want someone 
to move my arms and legs, to make me open 
and shut my eves I wish! I wish!" said 
Holly. 

1 1 began to be dark. The dusk made the 
lighted window shine so brightlv that evcrj- 
one slopped to look in. The children pressed 
their [aces so closely against the glass thai the 
lips of their noses looked like white cbrrrw*. 
Holly held out her arms and smiled her china 
smile, but the children walked away. "Slop, 
stop," wished Holly, but they did not stop. 

Abracadabra's eyes shone in the dusk. I 
Holly began tn be very much afraid. 

One person stopped, but it was not a boy ' 
or girl. It was Mrs. Jones, the policeman's 
wife, from down the street. She was palling 
the toyshop on her wav home when Holly's 
red dress caught her eye. "Pretty!" said Mrs. 
Junes, and stopped. 

You and I would have felt Holly's wish at 
once, but Mrs. Jones had no children and it 
was so long sinre she had known a doll thai 
she did not understand; only a feeling stirred 
in her that she had not had for a long time, a 
feeling of Christmas, and when she got home 
she told Mr. Jones, "This year we shall have 
a tree." 

"Don't be daft," said Mr. Jones, but when 
Mrs. Jones had put her shopping away, a 
cbirken and a small plum pudding lor her and 
Mr. Jones* Christmas dinner, a piece nf fish 
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f \ I1NTOO the penguin 
I w- panted tip the twisting 
VH course of the icy shram. 
Past patches of native cabbage 
with leaves as big as plates. 
Past silvery clumps of purple- 
headed snow-asters. She made 
her way slowly, for she was full 
of more food than she needed 
for herself. 

Where tlir cniix narrowed, she 
joined a dose procession oi hun- 
dred] of traveller? who luund this 
part of their natural street steep and 
trying. Tempers became shnn and 
voices lood. Peevish one* reached 
out to twrkk her tongue, or to Rive 
her a df nip 00 the behtnd- 

Bul »he rrbnffed lliejll with the 
edge uf hei Eunguc, <md heat at 
them with her stiff fuddles. Nothinf! 
short ol an cxruiquakr would deter 
her from rlimbnig the watery trade 
that led nine hundred feet In the top 
of the bleak plateau. 

There were aome nasty traps oil 
the mush and scree left by departed 
nUt im Often with a squawk of 
surprise she slid back .is many feet 
as it had taken minutes to cjimb. 

Then ihere were die buTTOws of 
the night-binis mewing in their secret 
caverns. She tumbled in anil out of 
them with grunts of disapproval. 



By 

NORMAN LAUD 



When Oie stood by him, he hissed 
and bowed low so she could sec his 
handsome bluf-bf.nl 1 head and the 
white circlet that ran across ii from 
eye to eye. The nestlings under him 
piped up, fi>r in their way they knew 
that their rnothrr had arrived with 
food. 

Gcnioo returned her mate's greet- 
ing, "1 lien, very quickly, they 
changed positions. She to feed the 
young and lake over the watch and 
he to begin the long trek down 
to the sea. 

Relieved of bis charges, he 
■,i't-[i Itrd tYimsi-ll .i lew times. Then 
he will on his way — a snail figure 
in riinv- i the giim bulk of the sky. 



game, and pretended interest in 
the frail hones of a night-hird. 
Casually, hr scratched at a frag- 
ment of moss, slyly eyeing her from 
time' to time, 

Geutou found no comfort in the 
nearness of his ebony beak and 
enamelled talons. She knew the 
hunters, "J "hey worked at die edges 
of (he rookery like the sea bites at 
the Innd. She was afraid because 
she was. alone- 
One by our they dropped frum 
the sky and bombarded her with 
shrill, taut voices. They flashed their 
pinjum as if contemptuous of one 
whu could not fly They ruffed their 
feathers and fanned their wings. 
They pranced aboil* on leafy feel 
— a gloomy ballet to the raw winds. 



A 



B 



I LOWING and 
jiufTiup, she came to the fringe of 
the huge hijfl town, and steered lirr 
way tu a few scraggy ferns- It was, 
pethapv not the best place to settle 
for a himie > Inn die and her husband 
had been a hit tardy, and, as is always 
thr way, the fintromcrs had chosen 
tile safe posrnxnu. 

Raising hrr feet high at each sirp 
with her paddles held oat behind 
her as balancers, sue trundled up 1n 
her spouse, who put cm a fine show 
of bemg busy. 



Thai was three days ago. 

Gent no lonjted in vain for her hus- 
band with the bright red Irak and 
orange, feel. "tlaa-aw-aah!" she cried 
.mri shook her liead, and looked to~ 
wards the tarn where the hunters 
h^d their nests, 

A bored gull cruised above and 
nn avals in the air. She ignored it 
and went on with her wrat of tidy- 
ing np the straggling rd^e nf the 
ne*t whic h die bad done a thousand 
nr more times. 

Peering upward and about her, 
and having satisfied hcrspll that all 
was well, she stepped off the nest 
and Stooped low to cum rue her 
nestlings. The three young ones 
struggled to theiT feet and held their 
mouths open. The eldest one nibbled 
her throat, but slie had nothing in 
give hhn. 

Jl was the time of trouble! 

The first hunter arrived. He 
strutted with cool and glassy arm* 



HUNTER came 
rinse and stropped his beak on a 
ilone. T heft! was tbe chill gleam 
of a dead star in his unwinking eye. 

f.'c'riuHi bristled iulo sudden fury, 
but an a^exild bond stronger than 
anger helped her resist an impulse 
lo rush at him. She rocked gently 
over her young while ibe watched 
and waited. 

After a while the intruders Hew 
nfl". She had time tu rest but there 
was no sleep. A leaden sky came 
up. The pale sun was lost in a mist 
which crept up from (be sea. 

Then the wind bellowed across 
the laud, and tore at the roots oi 
die grasses as though they were 
vipers. The grey hghl deepen cd as 
slorm curtains ranged in from die 
curve of the ocean. Yellow fog and 
thick mist swirled about and hid 
living things from one another. 

Gent oo felt a sharp tug from 
under her t and jerked round To see 
a hunter dragging one of her nest- 
lings away. t *Caa-aw-aali! she cried 
in a voice handed down 1mm die 
dawns and dusks of Lime. She 
strained about the nest, moving her 



body from side to side in a 
wretched agony of doubt. 

Knowing quite well what she 
would, or would not, dn; knowing 
that ihe wnuid never leave die neat, 
the hunter calmly beat at her nest- 
ling, whose weak voice became stilL 

Other dark ones came. They 
tugged and pulled. Some of them 
soared aloft with siring* of pink 
flesh and they quarrelled with one 
another. 

"Caa-aw-aaabl" cried Gcnioo 
again and again. Her tries were 
taken up by all Lbc other penguins 
so that their voices throbbed and 
were heard above ihe siorm. Sleepy 
elcphaut-seals lifted their great ln-ad* 
and sniffed the air. 

A few gulls and sea-swallows 
aruusrd by so many throats chared 
the hunters, but they shrieked their 
Ncorn and plunged away l« paddle 
in tlw suri below. 

Night came. Gen too crouched low 
over her family, for this was also 
the time of the hunter. The wind 
dropped and a heavy silence lay 
upon the Land. 

1 Wing, she heard die screech 
of Sooty the albatross as lit- swept 
on bis fea I her shears over the 
pewter sea. She knew him and was 
nut alarmed. 

Suddenly she 131 up. Site could 
bear the brushing of dry wing-lips 
over dead grains and ihe chatter of 
Maud I stones. Fear sebed her. 
"f lan-aw-aah. Caw!"" she croaked 
intn the well of the night. 

The lea rheey brush ing sound 
drifted away. Then ir returned and 
something sclfjed down not far from 
bcr. Ihe ftrM lings fell their mo l hex 
tremble, and hrr quickening pulse 
warned them to be still. 

With i lie first light, she saw the 
sea vul tu re sleeping by a boggy 
patch of sedpe. He had fed well and 
was too heavy to move into flight. 

But (he hunters rame. They an- 
noyed him so he threw up his meal 
Then he clacked his horn y beak 
and sprang awkwardly into the air. 

When the vulture had gone, the 
hunters gathered about Gentoo and 
jeered. They kept up their wild 
rhanL, and lastly they drew near 

iter. 



stories of Australian 
wild life, uxu a mem- 
her of the pioneer ex- 
pedition to Macquarie 
Island, in the Ant- 
arctic, m 1947. There 
he took these photo, 
graphs and later wrote 
"Gentoo the Penguin" 
as an amusement for 
his small daughter. 
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a rose on his white cheat ax he , 
fought his way to Ihe safety of the 
shaiknvs. 

Need of air farced hhn to rise I 
surface. The sea -leopard (lowed jJurr * 
him with superb ease. But he couM 
leap higher and faster than hirw 
pursuer, and be did this like afl 
dolphin until hr reached the froth- 
ing surf, which bundled him head- 
lurig on to die rough beach, 

lie rested all that day and thr ou gh 
a rught of snow which melted as it 
reached the ground. 

Before the morning sea fog rolled 
in he saw that the sea -leopard had 
come ashore- Small vapors trickled 
up from its warm body. Inhere w» > 
a stain about its jaws. He shook . 
himself and wearily plodded over the J 
dull shingles to the mouth of the 
mountain stream. 

Ills kind croaked at him to keep h 
am of their way, for they were afraid ■ 
of the message oc his chest. Some ■ 
of them, as is me way of wild 1 
things, MrDck at hhn. He cried out ■ 
and had to beat them off. 

More fiian once he hesitated in * 
his traverse of the heights-, but hit J 
will had the power of the yellow I 
lichcru riveted to the rocks. 

Flat footed 1 

and stifT-kneed, he edged towards the -3 
familiar clump nf terns.. The hunters j 
were carelesK of bis corramg. THey 1 
danred about Gentou on wintry feet 1 
He saw litem. An ancient and tee- ' 
rihle hatred arose in him. and lbs 
squarish eyes had a look no hviag 
thing could mistake. 

"Caw!" he n-umpeled. It was t 
fierce and vivid cry. fie could not 
run and he could not fry, nor was he 
a very good walker. In his exritement 
he hwigrd forth and fell over. A 
hunter sliced at hi* wounded paddle. 
One tamrtfd him to draw hack- Yet 
another scraped cruel hooks across 
bis head and mocked him with agsV 
wings. 

He seized one of them by use 
dvMildcT and held it clamped rn his 
beak while he rained Mows upon it 
with the iron-edge of his uninjured 
padrBe_ The hrmter screamed, and 
its fellows bowed over it and 
screjuned, too- Tie gave his dark 
opponent's wing a twist which broke 
the hone. 

The dazed hunter hopped, skipped, 
and made hopeless fit lie jumps 
into the air. It did not undersraod 
its own tragedy. Wherever ft wesst, 
tt was hammered by hard paddles in 
a rurtmng garmtlrt tha t never ceased 
until it died. When thai happened* 
its fellows came and looked at it, 
then flew away to begin their hunt- 
ing anew. 

For a few moments after the heat 
of the battle, the warrior lay sttD. 
Then, obeying a timeless mstmct, he 
rose shakily to his full height rod 
hissed a greeting to his wife. 

With exquisite dignity he bowed 
(ow before her and offered her a 
piece nf grass he had lifted from the 
nest at her feet. Not to be outdone, 
Oenioo gravely accepted the shred, 
tucked it deftly back into the plafr 
whence it had come before snipping 
aside to let him take over the vigfl- 
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Her husband flew under the 
water. He searched for small, 
shin mg fish that came from the 
dr-pths in win less hours — but there 
were none. 

He went into the kelp forest 
where < r i BMatl sponges la y and 
fihny plants writhed as in a dream 
Here were crabs with long stick legs 
thai moved with spidery grace, tie 
Saw, 1 oo, a turquoise rreatnre that 
shot away leaving an inky cloud 
►ehjud it. Food was scarce. 
He fttumed to the scaly hack 
of the sea and scooped up liny 
shrrmp-like exraturea with his 
combed tongue and soon he was full. 
He did not see the liquid shape 
that sped forward with its curio ioj 
wolf-tike jaws ai the ready. 

Be fell a sharp palm Then he waj 
flung from tbe water about ten times 
his own length. He turned in the air 
in a flash and dived deeply until 
the prr\5UJT- on his lungs was as much 
as he could hear. 

( fiic of his paddle* was turn, and 
a scarf of red ebbed in the pattern of 
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Two days to 
Christ mas' 



Era's last letter had said, 
"Just think — this witl be 
oar last Christmas apart." 



MTTF1 his. on the red sand 
and ini'd to think const «c- 
lively. He vu able io da 
this much better than otlirr men 
in similar plight could have 
done, fur his a phlegmatic, 

almost A dour temperament^ an 
allogrlhcr adinirablr atrribuic in 
a. flying man. 

"A flying man," he was think- 
ing with grim humor as he looked 
at the shattered fabric of the aero- 
plane wing which was shielding bis 
upturned faee from the clarinii 
Central Australian sun. It was 
rcallv hut. 

"Must be all nf 112 dear, in the 
lhadr," he thought, "but. after all, 
it's only two day> to Christmas." 

He sal upright with a jerk, think- 
ing he'd heard a voire in the des- 
ert silence. Then he laughed, a 
little shakily. Ii was his own voice 
he'd heard. He must have been 
half drowsing until the last word 
escaped his lips. 

He drew his legs up into the 
narrow strip nf shade still afforded 
by the wing, for the hunting sand 
was mure than the hare flesh below 
hie .hurts could stand. Smith was 
r> minded again of Christmas. Not 
:he immediate one, but that of rhr 
previous year. He had lam in the 
sun then, tno. But there had been 
no need of shade, for it had been 
the tempered sun of the -South on 
Cottesiue Beach. Eva had hern 
with him. 

"Come on.** she'd said after 
they'd finished the eonvrntional 
Christmas, dinner with her family, 
"let's go down to the beach: it'll 
he deathly here with everyone sleep- 
ing off the effects. " 

1'hrv surfed until they were 
tired. Then they lay stretched side 
us- side and talked about the future. 

"Hot if you start this charter fly- 
ing away up there in the North, 
Doug, it will be yearn before we 
can marry.™ 

"Of course not," he assured her. 
*' Living's cheap up there a fund 

IVrbv." 

"Drrbv." Eva interrupted. "It's 
miles awav from anywhere, Doug, 
and there are wild buffaloes and 
crocodiles. Oh, Doug! I don't think 
I'm cut out for the life up there. 
Why can't we stay here? There's 
the beaches and the river and 
everything, and you know Dad 
promised to help us get a house.™ 

She put her arm across his 
shoulder tiiaxingly. "Doug, stay 
here. You Ve gnt a good job 

and " 

"That's just the trouble," he 
hurst out. "I don't want a good 
job. as yuu call it Do you think 
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T want to spend the rat of my 
lile selling cars? I'm a flyer. With- 
out aiiyihing to Hv with," he added 
ta ttler 's 1 , "Eva, I'm sorry, but that's 
how it is. Can't you see? I can 
rake up enough to buy that Fox 
Moth. It's not s*ery big, hut it's 
a useful machine and it'll do very 
nicely for a start." 

And he calmed her fears as be 
talked on, whilst the breakrrs 
crash rd on the shore behind them 
and u seagull strutted before them 
ottering hoarse cries. He dug his 
iocs into the hot sand. 

The hot sand — and the seagull 
crying — no, it wasn't a seagull, 
surely. It was a crow. Smith rubbed 
his eyes. Fie was still lying under 
the wing. In front of him the crow 
again produced a morbid croak. 

He got slowly to his feet It 
flapped away A lew yards, to scute 
down again anil regard him tin- 
bl ink ingfy. 

Hr began to recollect the lairs 
he'd heard Irom bushuien How. 
if there was anything wrong, if a 
man hiid no water or was injured, 
ihr crows began to come. No mat- 
ter where — a hundred miles away 
from anywhere — the crows would 
come. First one, then another and 
another. 

He turned his back deliberately 
on the crow and. with a tremendous 
effort of will, walked steadily back 
to the WTrrked Fox Moth. He 
looked at it steadily. Slowly reason 
reasserted itself. His throat was dry 
_ and he dropped on his kners to 
svhere he had buried his water-bag 
in a srooprd-oui hole beside the 
twisted undercarriage. 

He took it up in his hand and 
shook il. There was a gurgle inside. 
He could lasi another full day. per- 
haps two] Resolutely he replaced it 
in the sand and Hood up. 

The sun was not «o hoi now. He 
looked at his walrh: nearly six 
o'clock. Soon it would lie night, sud- 
denly as night happened in these 
latitudes. He heard again a faint 
croak in the pregnant silence and 
roused himself to turn and watch 
the still solitary crow hop a few 
pares and take off into the red eye 
of the sun before it wheeled awuy 
inio the distance. 

"To tell all Ids pals, no doubt'." 
he thought, as he enviously watched 
the effortless flight. He sighed and 
walked back to the plane, where he 
searched the fabric surface with 
questing fingers for a moment then, 
producing j «„b of pencil, com- 
menced to wrile oil it. 

"I, Douglas Smith, of Fcrth, being 
still in full possession of my faculties, 



ILLUSTt*TED 

wish to record that on December 22, 
wlulc on a cross-country flight from 
Derby to Alice Springs, I was forced 
down in Ibis spot, latt. 30deg. 8m. 
N. I»ng. 125deg. Today "> tic 23rd. 
I have enuugh water for tomor- 
row." 

Smith fished into the cabin and 
drew out his bush rug, wrapped 
it about him, and lay on his back 
looting up at the glittering Southern 
Cross and its companions pin- 
pricking lite faintly luminous black 
of the skv .ind ssundered if they 
were searching yet 

i hi- (ireal S.indv Desert ss ;ts a 

big pLttc, though — HOfl miles or mure 
across — and he and his plane were 
tiny specks in an ocean of sand, 
almost invisible from on high, as 
he knew rjnly too well. 

Certainly if he could only hear the 
welroming drone of an engine he'd 
be all right He had all that wurked 
out lucre was nothing to make a 
decent smoke within miles, bin he 
could set lire to the plane. What was 
it? "A pillar of smoke by day and 
a column of fire by night." Odd, 
how one's early teachings came to 
mind. He had not thought much 
about the Bible for years. He wasn't 
sure hr wanted io now. TUc associa- 




tion of ideas was too direful. He 
composed himself for sleep. 

Sniiih awoke in the false dawn 
and shivered as he remembered 
where he was. He searched the 
lightening sky, hoping for the sight 
of i circling black speck. Hut there 
was nothing. For minutes the sun 
bulla there on tile rim of the horizon, 
u fierce burning ball. 

To Smith's troubled fancy it al- 
most seemed as if the whole world 
was like this and alwavs hud been. 
He wondered briefly if he bad ever 
lived in the world of men, and then 
he remembered Eva, 

What was it Eva had said in her 
last letter? Oh, yes! "Doug," she had 
written, "it's wonderful to know 
you're making a success of ihinqs 
and that we can really think about 
making a home, at last — - up in your 
beloved North. I still fee| a bit 
frightened uf the unknown, but I 
want to be with you. Just think, this 
will be the last Christmas Eve apart 



MILLS 

"Christmas Eve," he thought 
again. "1 "his is Christinas Evel" 

He svalked unsteadily to the tail * 
and studied his writing of the even- 
ing before. Yes, there it was: "On 
December 22 . . There was some- 
thing wrong. '"December 22 " Why, 
that was only the day before yester- 
day, if this was really Christmas 
Eve. He'd been here longer than 
* lliatL He looked across the sand and 
shut his eyes against the glare as 
he fought with reason. He supposed 
he was rsegrrmirig to be delirious. 

There was a swallow left m the 
water-bag. He threw diurretion to 
the winds and started towards it, to 
pull up widi a wavering jerk. Be- 
fore him on the sand squatted a 
black craw. The same one — he 
knew it was the same one. "Old 
pal," he giggled foolishly. 

The bird was startled at the sound 
of his s-oice and retreated hustify 
with loud croaks. The sound brought 
returning reavju. He passed his hand 
before his eyes and once more made 
for the waier-bag. Feverishly he un- 
corked il and let the contents trickle 
down his parched throat Then he 
dropped it on the ground and stared 
.11 il. suddenly assailed svilh a burn- 
ing thirst. He crept a lew steps and 
dropped wearily to the ground. He 
fell into a son of coma for a wlulc, 
but presently the heat of the sun 
roused him again. He rolled over 
and became aware of something 
slicking up above hi? head. 

Soma-tlung that seemed to waver 
in the air. He tried fiercely to con- 
■ cnttju-. .irisl th' 1 blurred u;i,ter re- 
solved itself inio a familiar shape. 
It was the tail of the plane and 
there was writing on it Oh, ycsl 
"Lai. 30deg. 8m. N. Long. . . 

He remembered. He wrote thai 
weeks ago, but (here was something 
else about it. Where had be seen a 
similar thing before? Reason fought 
with delirium again. Of course, .in 
the museum ai Perth; rhe framed 
fabric nf the tail nf Keith Smith's 
plane. The sad relic of another 
Smith who had been found not far 
from I sere when he'd been forced 
down whifc searching for Kingsford 
Smith. Yet anodier Smith. This 
country stormed to have an attrac- 
tion, for birdmen of that name. 




All the details came vividly to 
mind now. One Smith — Keith Smith 
-had been lost, bill the other one — 
Kingsford Smith — had been found. 
He and his crew hud enrrrrwed a 
hand -driven generator from the 
wreckage of their plane and with 
the power derived from il had 
aged to work their radio and send 
out an S.O.S. 

A hand-drhren gcncr-diorl Hope 
forced him to his feel and he (ound 
his way Io the cockpit. Feverishly 
he examined his gear. The radio was 
intact. And one of his landing 
wheels hung in the air, free to re- 
vo!\-e. He could devise motive power 
for the generator wiih thai — if he 
had the strength left to turn it fast 
enough when he'd got it rigged up. 

With renewed hope he commenced 
to open fain tool-kit He'd be right, 
thanks io the example of Kingsford 
Smith and his crew. And his crew! 



He dropped the kit in the sand 01 
course, there had been mure Una 
one of them, Impossible to do il 
alone- 
Douglas Smith groaned and 
dropped to the sand, clawing has 
way beneath ihe wing with the rem- 
nants of [lis shattered strength. 
Silence reigned in the desert and I 
bevy of black crows hopped a little 
nearer. 



It was early on Christmas motr> 
ing. In the high pale of the North 
Australian sky a plane circled while 
one of its occupants peered dossn at 
the liny speck on the desert hetrm. 

"It's Doug Smith, all right, Jack, 11 
he said to the pilot as lie lowered 
his glasses and picked up a small 
packet from the floor. "Get her down 
a bit no's 1 can drop this lo the 
poor beggai, pronto. There's a half- 
circle of crows around him. bat 
llley're keeping their distance, so 
that's a good sign thai he's still 
ajive." 

Smith heard the roar of the IraetW 
plane, bin didn't move. It is doubt- 
ful if he wished to, for he was re- 
signed to death and it was too much 
trouble to start life over again. 

And then his failing hearinf, 
caught a familiar sound. A bnarse 
croaking to the still air. His mind 
rleared for a moment and hr 
listened. The croaking was inicrai- 
ficd. He fancied it held a triumphant 
nole and raised his head. The crows 
hopped away, and as his bloodshot 
eyes followed them they focused on 
something half buried in the sand 
beyond. 

For a long minute he looked to- 
wards il, ihcn raised himself slowly 
to hands and knees and started to 
crawl. Twice he faltered, once hr 
lay full length again, until a freso 
cry from the birds drove him on Io 
reach the package. 

He drew it slowly towards him, ! 
and as he clawed open the flap * , 
piece of paper fell out. He struggled 
to focus his wavering gajr on the 
writing for a moment, then looked 
across io the tail-plane cocked at » 
grotesque angle and laughed 
hoarsely. 

The crows took startled flight al 
the sound, and as they wheeled inio 
the blue Smith looked again «l the 
scrap of paper still clutched in hit 
dry fingers. 

"Ground, party reaches V mi to- 
il i-' hi Merry Christmas, Doug," f 
said. 
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" I l.urftttlrr Bag! Thr W0Ff rfrinjr I ««» 
IWffirrs /or . . . What? Oh, it'* m pin- 
ctwhian , . . a pincushion. JmaI EXACTLY 
whal J wanted . rt * 



It seems to me 




rflllE breeze that blows 

A in thr l>ar.k window 

cairks the summer smell 

of. salt, conjuring tht pic- 
nm: of beaches beyond thr 

asphalt. 
There are ruangi>r* and 

rherriej la thr romer fruii- 

itiwp, hydrangea and iiiwtjai)- 

uu» and ihtise big white 

daisies in Vhr fiorisl's. 
If I ever had to live in a 

foreign, cold - Christmas 

country, I d want a special 

luad of ChrisLm3S tree- 
It would be decorated wtih 

blur and white flowers instead 

of holly. And maybe tlue seem ol mangoes, 

cherries. :uid sea-sall could be arranged. 

* * * 

T) be fond of do$js and to be generous 
at Christmas are both praiseworthy 
cbargr. tfristiis. 

Nevertheless, the. R.S.P.CA. in Sydney, en- 
deavoring to exploit these virtues jointly, ap- 
pears to have £t>nc a little far. 

It u. sponsoring a Christmas r^uen-dou 
scheme, inviting people to invite dogs from it* 
Dogs' Home tu spend a holiday in a private 
humc. 

Probably this is a device for Et'ttinjj dm;* 
adopted Moirt jienplc who feci impelled to 
invite a dog. f or Christmas won't send him hack. 

•So, all in all, ! suppose it's a harmless enough 
Piter of whinuy. 

* * * 

RECENT issue of an American maga- 
zine carries a remarkable advertise- 
ment inserted bv the Jamaica Tourist 
Board. 

It shows Mr. Noel C»w:ird standing preriri- 
ously on a rock and holding a rup of tea while 
a wave breaks over his feet. 

He is wearing white trousers, a scarlet prltpi. 
scarlet loafers, and a sophisticated expression 
Fur lite |aa mentioned he deserves full marks, 
as it is very difficult to drink lea standing up 
on a wave-washed rock On second thoughts, 
be may be merely wincing. 

The id. rarries some ropy extolling the 
virtues of Jamaica, annotated in red ink hv 
Mr. C. 

Antiunnj! is what it means to be. On the 
whole, it probably "is. 

* * * 

A NOTHER step in the move towards 
making banks rosier stems from 
Auckland, New Zealand. 

There a bank will soon have a special bank- 
ing chamber foi women. 

Hie new establishment will lie slaJTcri by 
women and will have a spacious, lounge. 

The management states that it wants to 
•wpel the idea lhaL banks are (old and formal. 

It* possible that this policy of attTartine 
women is inspired by the knowledge that 



NO !" viirprwngly, there 
is now a Married 
Men's Protection Asso- 
ciation in New York. 

Its aim is "to revrrse the 
trend ol domesticity that is 
overtaking husbands." 

There is, no doubt that men 
have Inst a lot or ground in 
recent years. They don't help 
with the h'lusework as a favor 
any more. They arr cxprcird 
to do their share of it as a 
matter of ccjurse. 

One reason is that so many 
wives work 

But there are other reasons 
for the 20-eenrury enslave- 
ment of men That American association should 
make a study of smoking and m in -smoking 
wives. 

I Iluow a ;iri who never used tu iron a 
shirt or mend a sock. Her husband, having 
Itcrai a sailor, was skilled at these occupations 
and he continued to do his own laundry and" 
mending alter m-irrincc, 

Then, on medical advice, she gave up siuok- 
■nf?- 

"It's wonderful," says heT husband. "She 
irons all my shirts and I haven't got a sock 
with ■ hole in it." 

't'an't be helped," says his wife gloomily. 
'T have to do s^imething with my hands." 
*• * * 

REMEMBKR that "tycoon toothpick" 
I incntitinfxl'a couple of weeks ago? 
It wits gold-platrd, cased in leather, and 
sold in America for a dollar. 

I've just lound a companion-piece for a 
tyroonrss. It's a nailfile with a gold handle, 
the file composed of diamond and sapphire 
rrystals. Thr price is 12 dollars and its on 
sale in America. 

*■ * * 

rVSHION designer Haul Brevule pre- 
dicts that next year's high-fashion 
accessory will be a bunrh ot balloons. "A 
girl holding balloons looks good in a 
fashion picture," he said. "Arid women 
go out walking with poodles. Why not 
balloons?'' 

The lady he describes inhabits pai^es 
Whose glossy surface shows another 
world, 

A world of females, elegant and haughty, 
Their lips — as welt Oi hair — are always 
curled. 

They used to hold umbrellas with lon^ 
handles. 

And poodles on a leash were likewtfr 
smart; 

And now balloons — so carefree, airy- 
fairy — 

Oh. sir, control your fancy!' Have a 
heart ' 

We humbler ladies with our shopping 
basket f 



Continuing 

The Story of Holly and Ivy 



America women huld a substantial |K>riion uf Suppose we get injected by the trend? 

the ! country, nmnry and diarcs. .f n/ / /yijfe hoys go running to th&7 

™ ttfiially women dnn'l rearh thh happv _ rt/ . T c . 

Poiinmi rrf financiil security bv nndersi.-indinfi .j* w ■ l 

Btnfiqg. ? ' * "Poor Mrs. Jones — she's gone right 

TKcy n-ach it by iwdrmantiing men. round the hend!" 

The AnfiTiVALiAN Womem'b W«belt - Efecmubcr 31, 195S 



for (far t.i'.r., and a doz?n tinr 
haudkerrhieiai whicli wtre Mr. 
Jano' preitnt, the w*m back 
in tht mukel and bought same 
holly, inir.iJr.tot, *nd » CKrist- 
mai tree. 

"A tne nhrouid have tinsel/' 
said Man. Joccs, She buii|;bt 
some tirucL "And candles." 
shr said; "candles are prettier 
than eltxtri*: KicKl." She Wight 
Iwc-Ivr red candles. ""iTicy need 
fondle clips." &he said, and 
bnnKTit twidvr of thoof. "And 
ai tree Abould have mtuc balls/' 
thought Mrs. Jones; "glass lifllls 
in jewel colore, ruhy red, emer- 
aid green, and ^old." Shr 
buuKht tome, and u box of tiny 
tilver r.rackers and a dracl star. 
When she H ot home the stfiod 
the tree in the window and 
dresed it, putting the star on 
the top- 

,l Who is to look at it?" 
aaked Mr. Jones. 

Mrs. Jones thought for a 
moment -and taid, "(.Ihrisimas 
needs children t Albert- Couldn't 
we find a little girl?" 

"What's the matter with you 
today, my dear?" taid Mr. 
Jones, "How could we find a 
tittle fjirl? You're daft." and 
it was a little fuxdly that Mrs, 
Jones put holly along the chim- 
ney shelf, hung mtttmtot in the 
hall i tied a bum:h <dI hnlly on 
the dflOs^jkMH&OT, End went 
back to iter homework. 

Ivy was happy in the urar- 
keL She bought * hag of 
ehi^inuts from rhe chrsinnt 
man; they were hot in ho* 
hands and thr ate (hem one 
by one. She had a cup of lea 
from a tea itall on wheels, and 
from a sweet stall she bought 
a toffee apple. When her fegs 
grew tired jhe jtat down on a 
step and wrapped the rndt of 
her coat round her knees. When 
she was cold the stand to walk 
again. 

Soon lights were lit all along 
the stalls; they looked like stars. 
Thr crowd grew thicker. People 
Laughed and stamped m the 
SnoiH to keep their feet warm; 
Ivy stamped, too. Thr stall- 
keeper* shouted and called for 
people to come and buy. Ivy 
bought a blue balloon. 

At Sc. Agnes" a telegraph boy 
rang the bell, lie had a tde- 
grain for Miss Shepherd from 
the infants* home. It *akf T "Ivy 
not arrived. Suppose she is 
with you. Merry Christ mas," 

The boy rang and rang, but 
there was no one at St. Agnea 1 
to answer rhr Ml, and at last 
hr put a notice m the letter 
bos , got a n hi* bicycle, and 
rode away. 

In her house down the street 
Mrs. Jones kept Inolting at the 
Christmas tree. "Oughtn't 
ihrrr to be presents ?" ihe 
asked. It was so long since 
the had a tree of her own that 
the could not be lure. She took 
Mr. Junes" handkcrihiefs. 
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wrapped them in whi'r puper, 
and tied them with some red 
ribbon she hnd Ky f..-r, and put 
thr parcel ji the (not of the 
tree. That looked better* but 
still not quale right. 

"There ought lo be toys/' 
said Mrs. Jones, and die called 
to Mr. Jonr*, "AUwrt." 

Mr. Jones looked up from 
the newspaper he was reading 

"Would, it be silly to buy 
. , , a. Utile doll?" 

"What it the matter with you 
today? 11 asked Mr. Jones, and 
he said again, "You're daft." 

Soon it time for him to 
go on duty, 

"T shall be out aB night/' 
he tuld Mrs. Jones. "Two of 
the men are away tick. I shall 
take a short deep at the police 
station and go on duty again. 
See you in the morning." 

He kissed Mrs. Janes good- 
bye and went out, but put hut 
head round the door again. 
"Have a good brcakfa&t waiting 
fur me/' said Mr. Jones. 

In the toyshop it was closing 
tune, 

"What does that mean?" 
asked I hilly 



Thr fly sot an the role 
tree of the chariot 
wheel and said, "What 
□ dust do I 1*154 !" 

— Aesop. 



"That it't over,'' said Abra- 
cadabra. 

"Over?" Holly did not un- 
derstand. 

Mr. Blossom pulled the blind 
down <>n thr di>or and put up 
a notice, "Closed/ 1 

"Closed. Hon! Hoo!" said 
Abracarhib ra . 

Mr. Blossom was so tired he 
told Peter to tidy the «hop. 
"And you can loot up. Can I 
trust you?" asked Mr. Blossom. 

"Yes, sir/' said Peter 
proudly, ft was the first time 
Mr Blossom had trusted him 
with the key. 

"You have been a i^md hoy/' 
said Mr. BloAnom as he wjls 
going. iT Ynu may choose any 
toy you like — except the ex- 
pensive <me$ like air gsntt or 
electric trains. Yes, choose 
yourself a toy/' said Mr. Blos- 
latn. "(rtsod night." 

When Mr. Blossom was gone. 
**A toy." taid Peter, and he 
asked* "What docs he think I 
am? A blooming kid?" 

Peter swept up the bits of 
paper and siring and straw and 
put iheni in the ruI4iish bin at 
the back of the shop. Then he 
put on his overcoat to go home. 
He turned nut the light— it was 
no use lighting the window 
ucjw that the shopping was over 



— stepped uurside and closed 
and lot ked die door. 

If he had waited a moment 
he would have heard a iiirring, 
a noise, tiny whimperings, 
"What about us? What about 
us?" It was the toy*. 

Peter heard nothing, lie put 
the key in hit jacket pocket tn 
keep it quite safe and turned 
to run home. 

The key fell straight through 
llni torn pockri into the snow. 
It tkd not make a sound. 

" ' Hool Ff oo!" taid Abraca- 
dabra, and Thr anowKakes began 
to cover the key as Peter tan 
off. 

Hie market was over a* well. 
The crowd had gone, the stall* 
were packing up, the last 
Chrintmas trees were being sold. 
Ivy had Spent all her money, 
the blue balloon had hurst, her 
legs ached with tiredness, and 
»he shivered. 

Then the lights went out; 
there were only pools of yellow 
from thi- lamp-potili. with 
patches uf darkness between. A 
bit of paper blew against Ivy's 
legs, malicmg her j um p SttuV 
deirfy the marketplace sremrd 
large and strange; the would 
have liked to tee Mis* Shep- 
herd. 

You mighl think that Ivy 
cried, but she was not thai 
kind of litde girl. Though the 
empty feeling ached inside Iter 
she pressed her lip* lightly to- 
gether, then said, "It s time I 
looked for ray gmndrnother," 
and tiarted off to look- 
She walked up the ■ obblrd 
streets between thr bouses. 

How cosy they scumed with 
their lighted windows; smoke 
was tiding up frrrra every chim- 
ney. "There are feces and beds 
and supper.' 1 said Ivy. Some of 
the. huusei had wreaths uf holly 
on i heir (jxuit doors, paper 
chains and garlands in their 
rooms, and in afmiMt every win- 
dow was a Christmas tr ee. 

When. Ivy looked in she could 
see children, fn one house they 
were sitting round a table eat- 
ing, in another they were hang- 
ing stockings from the chimney 
shelf; in some they were doing 
up parrels., but, "I must look 
for a house with a Chnsrmas 
tree and no children/' said Ivy. 

Shr knew ihere would be a 
tree, "Because my grandmother 
is expecting me." said Ivy. 

The Toy shop was still and 
dark. "There will be no more 
chopping, 1 ' said Abracadabra, 
and the whisper ran round thu 
ioys ( "No shopping. No shop- 
ping." 

"Then ... we arc the ones 
not sold/' said a doll. 

There was a long silence-. 

"I can be sold at any lime/* 
said a bride Hull at last. "Wed- 
dings are always." 

"I am dressed all in yeihaw, 
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Bumper fiction issue next week 

QPF.CIAL holiday reading will be included in next week's issue 
O of The Australian Women's Weekly. There will be the first 
instalment of an exciting new serial, a short, complete novel, and 
brilliant short stories by well-known authors- 



SERIAL 

• 'THE TROUBLE WITH LAZY 
ETHEL,** by Ernest Cann (he svrote 
'Th* fliRli and the Mighty"). IVs his 
new oovrJ and not yet on sale here. 
It tell* what happened on a Pacific 
bland base for an H-baauS esrplrraan. 

short MorEt 

• • THE SECRET OF LOCH LURE," 
try Daritl Walker . . . this particular 
-verrt U i wire is big as the Loch Nes 
monster and three times as fanny. 



SHORT STttltlES 

• "ODD WOMAN." hr Margery Sharp, 
a very feminine sirjry of a man's two 
wires, the firM and the second. 

• "MARRY ME, MAGGIE," by Graee 
Mf rations, a romantic *lory by the 
.-minor of thr sensational "Peyton 
FLiee. * 

• "ASK ANY GIRL," by Winifred 
Wolfe . . . and shell I ell yon there's 
nothing worse than baring no dale lor 
New Year's Ere. 
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HATS LIRE HAIR 





• Pari! it letting It' 
hv&d Tfc* cmjjur* 
(t'/t) il named 
Miu^lr. t bandeau of 
hair it drawn, arratr 
thn brown and Hift 
trndrih ml aft the 

forehead mtd ot*r the 
itarx in u kUicvrL 



• Widening and rising, or just rising, these new-look 
hats and hairdos come direct from Paris. The latest hats 

are designed lo resemble coiffures and vice versa. Hair 

can be worn as you would wear a hat — with great aplomb. 
A coif fur* can swirl casually, its line can be close and 
head-hugging, or it can be smoothly bouffant. More 
headline news is the hat designed to look like a wig, and 
one that covers but does not disarrange the wearer's hair. 
There are,' too, tiny hair-re vealing evening hats a la 
Dior* — worn with cbic, flat on the back of Abe- head. 

Betty Keep. 
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Minute evening hut* odd drama to the 
it nightlife Km**, and arm m pmrfoet foil 
* browc-reveating coiffure. I he ami above 
d from Oior't autumn dress rollcrtiim, and 

is Mm to mJXSrh tx miJ-cuff leiigtii m'ning 
flat ana* Arcs* in rot-e-red faille. 




• A modern version 
af ike shingim from 
the flapper fash ions 
of t Jit* '20* is urn i» 

Jhc fuW - hugging 
haircut abonr. This 
otte fun a quiets and 
*mr upkeep} (r u 
onij /or *Jte vfjung. 



• Dc tigroid to cover 
a "chtHihi hair tousle" 
th% httt tti rightj milk 
its rounded pudding- 
basin ulhonwife. is 
worn mith a mulching 
vrnrar* Take note? 
oil shodn af red vrili 
he thic fat uuiumtt 





• High. wide, and 

hartdsctme in cellar and 
lilln <n, •:, , the i ; 

toque at left is a per- 
ft'rt complement to lA** 
r.mffure uboee. The 
toque tit* right orer thr 
head tcithitut disarrange 
iitg 11 Mtnlr hair. The 
color — riotel — is nrtti. 



• The correct height 
anil nrtrett shape for <* 
bouffant hairdo is 
uinncn (ahtive). Thi* 
One it claimed am the 
perfect coiffure to bal- 
ance the chemise and 
nt h er eusy • BWli ■ te J, 
jArtrt - skirted dresses in 
current tumnaet fash'um. 



Page- 29 




National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4927990 



% 




DRESS SENSE *n OdfcH<^| 



A The short-skirled party dress, illustrated at 
leSU is chosen for a girl to wear at her 2Ut 
birthday celebration. 



if the bride wears a short 51M 
a it necessary for anendanls 
in dress in the same length- 



TTERE is her letter and 
U my reply: 

**In your *Dirtcss 

column I notice yon sappbf "jr¥ boy-lrirnd hli Ml IK 

designs sud patterns to read- some beautiful silk hro- 

ers, and I would til* yon to radr from Japan and I woo Id 

select a style for mr. to rjju. to havr il made into a 

to a buffet dinner to celebrate formal frock. Would yon Mfc 



my 2 1st birtoday. The mot 
are wearing lonnge suits. I 
make my clothes, but need 
a pattern, as I am not very 
experienced and want the 
frock to be a «ajrrrss. 1 don't 
like the Inose-ftttisg rack 
drensea. My sbe is 36in- 
boat." 

The rhrsi I have chosen 
has a form-fating bodice and 
it dtirt with graceful width. 
The large self-rojHcrUI bnw 
makes a pretty trim. I consider 
the design has the perfect 
amount of formality for an 
occasion wherr the men of the 
party aje wearing lounge suits. 

With one of my special 
"'Dress Sense" patterns, I feel 
sure the design is well within 
ihe sewing ahility of the 
average home-sewer. 1 di> hope 
you will like the dress suf- 
ficiently well ro rrtpy. Under 
the illustration arc further 
details and how to order. 



•.is* with a design? I want the 
style to be fitted at the waist- 
line." 

A dress with a "bubble" 
skirt would look attractive in 
silk brocade. Have the bodice 
sleeveless and mushed with a 
low oval neckline bark and 
front. Have the dress widely 
belted at the waistline. The 
dimerjsioiu of the belt will 
give an Kmpire-Iine effect, 
which is very new its fashion- 

-J WANT to buy something 
coot and comfortable for 
but weather wear, but I rfn 
not like the new waistless 
dresses. Could y»o offer a 



sir>|»-d cotton, frnnt-buttooed 
and falling straight to the hips, 
where it is accented by two 
flap pocket*. 

A sleeveless design with a 
high scoop neckline and lnw> 
fitted hiphaiid, made in flower, 
print crd cotton. 
jy the sheath, frock is still 
being wont fnr late-day, 
could you give me sogjreations 
about the details of the 
design?" 

A sheath dress looks newest 
with the addition of a panel, 
or panels, to add width and 
ease. When, two panels are 
used, they are attached to 
either shoulder at hack, and 
allowed to swing free. A single 
panel (it should be approxi- 
mately the width of the 



wearer's back) looks very 
graceful fastened to the back 
of the dress at the neckline 
and then caught under the 
hem. 

"ARE coat-frocks: still lieing 
won? II so, please teU 
me the newest style drtaitt,™ 

This season the classic coat- 
dress is interpreted in two sil- 
houettes, fine silhouette has a 
Moused top and is worn wilh 
a eontnur belt to aire™ the 
natural waist or hipline. The 
second design is sirareht-cut 
like the chemise, heirless, and 
buttoned from a shirt collar 
to the hemline. 

-^yOULD you tell ae » 
smart shade for stock- 
ings> to be worn wilh a black 
dress, black patent handbag 
and shoes?" 

Pale taupe, pale grey, off- 
black, and a vivid apricot are 
all smart new tints (they can 
hardly be labelled colors) to 
accent all black, 



A softly bkinsed sheath 
drew is un alternative for the 
corueTvative woman who wants 
an easy look hut not the 
rhrmisc silhouette. 

"J'|V problem is a separate 
blouse to wear with a 



DSZ-Vb.—Short-tkiried party drets in 
30 to 36in. bast. Require* ~>yds. 36in. 
material. Priee 4/6. Pattern* may be ob- 
tained jrom Belly Keep. Box 4088. G.P.O.. 
Sydney, flfeso Zealand ordvrt to Box 6348, 
Weltinglan- 



"VirOULD y nn please advise slim skin. Would you please 
this problem: If suggest a material and 
designr* 1 

The chemist-inspired over- 
blouse is very papular for co- 
ordinated "separates.'' The 
btouse is waist-skipping — and 
sometimes hip- hugging. 
Two examples: 
A slurt-cherruse in woven 



me on 

a bride wears a Boor-length 
wedding gown, is it uece*aTy 
for her bridesmaid to wear 
one, too?" 

11 a bride chooses a 6oor- 
tenglh dress, her bridesmaid 
has the choice uf ballerina, 
street, or floor length. Only 



Beauty i" brief 

CARE FOR HAIR 

fly CAROLYN EARLE 

TTAIR that has been too long in die sun, bleached 
luu often, or over-permed suffers in texture and 
needs restoring. 

To restore its quality try a series of shampoos 
with a uqrrid or cream preparation. 

There is a wide range of suitable products. Choose 
one for your type of hair — oily, dry, or average — 
and use as directed. 

When you have rubbed the shampoo into the scalp 
grasp handful* of hair and tug gentry to siimuiate the 
scalp. 

Rinse and shampoo again- Finally rinse well in 
clear water until the strands "sing" when pulled 
through the fingertips. 
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New ARRID Roll-on 



NEW LOTION DEODORANT WITH LANOLIN 
-in the bottle with the ball on top 

[{oils away perspiration odour — while it soothes your skin 



Doesn't dry your skin! ARRID has devcl- 
oped a wonderful water-soluble hiiioliii 
and combined it wilh the cfTcciiveness of 
the leading deodorant. So vMithingJ 
Actually good for your skin! 



New RolUn applicator. ARRID lotion 
deodorant cxmtcs in lite ooltle with the 
bull on top. Rolls protection into all the 
pores — rolls away perspiration and 
odour as no other deodorant can! 



Roll on ARRID daily- tonsak... msism 




So easy to »5B ! lust tip and roll 
on ARRID prolcciion! Never 
sticky! Never drips! Never 
■ouches finger tips Already 
preferred by millions 
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Saves dolbes from stains. So safe! Ap- 
proved bv the American Institute of 
Laundry." RcHl on daily. ARRID 
with lanolin keeps underarms soft 
and dry — without drying your skin. 

r^fci Available at all 

cosmetic counters. 
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INVEST YOUR MONEY SECURELY . . IN 1959 




Finance Company Of Queensland Limited 

On* of the lorgcft Queensland Hire Purchnie Companies listed on the Smbanc Stock Exchange- 

1 st Issue of £100,000 

IN PREMIUM NOTES AT A DISCOUNT OF £5.000 



MINIMUM RETJ 



94* 



A MAXIMUM RETURN IN YEAR Of MATURITY OF 



1368 



THE PREMIUM NOTES BEING ISSUED BY FINANCE COMPANY OF QUEENSLAND LIMITED ARE GUARANTEED 
IY THE WHOLE RESOURCES OF THE COMPANY AND ARE A NEW AND INTERESTING MEDIUM FOR AUSTRA- 
LIAN INVESTORS THEY CLOSELY- FOLLOW THE PATTERN Of THE VERY SUCCESSFUL fLAN RECENTLY 
INTRODUCED BY THE UNITED KINGDOM GOVERNMENT. 

AUDITORS' Wr """'fy lh " ,# " *** Wictnjt at 3f>th }kw. 19SM. for rarh £10O an- 

CEP/IDT jn*<-nrrtt tiabititiva, inrlmdrnir Kkorl term drpri.vrli. mm £.146, Crwim. Snnttcnurn dh Cm, 

. f.'hrrrieTed 1 InouiiMrli (Ataf.). 

TERMS OF REDEMPTION. At the end of rach nui 20% of the total issue will be redeemed al focc loluc. 
The lint Ballot will <M held during Deecouser, 1959. This will he dsns per medium of a Ballot held St H» registered 
office of the Frnaoce Company of Queensland Ltd.. with Nate HeSdcrs and the Press being invited to offend. Holders 
of Notes who are successful in any Ballot for Redemption wilt be notified and such Notes will be redeemable forth- 
with of the full face »olue, plus lite interest due and parable to that date, upon surrender of the Note Haldol's 
Certificate. Thf redemption of Xate* in thr earlier yrart nj thr firr-^rar prr'wd U, of rrmrx'. nto«t 
ndrantttprauM In thr -Vat** Jluldrr. 



TABLE SHOWING WHAT AN INVESTMENT OF ONLY 
£95 WILL EARN YOU 



BALLOT 




Total Return 


% Retsjn 


i 


IF REE DEEMED IN 


1 


year 


£108 




t 


i 




2 


years 


£116 


11. 05^ 


i 


2 


m w 


3 


years 


£124 


10.17% 




3 




4 


years 


£132 


».7% 


■ 


4 




5 




£140 


94% 




5 



SECURITY. Premium Notes hare priority before shareholders, but 
after secured liabilities, over the Company's assers_ 

INTERE5T, Interest will be paid quarterly. Tfuj first payment 
will be made do tbe 3 lit day of March, 1959. 

THE COMPANY RESERVES THE RIGHT TO ACCEPT OVER- 
SUBSCRIPTIONS. Minimum Deposit E23/15A (£25 face value Premium 
Note). ISSUE CLOSING DATE, FEBRUARY 2Bth, 1959. 



OFFICES FOR ENQUIRY AND LODGMENT OF 
APPLICATIONS: FINANCE COMPANY OF QUEENS- 
LAND LTD., 443 Adelaide Street, Brisbane. Phone 
21984. Any Member of the Brisbane Stack Exchange. 

POST COUPON NOW FOR PROSPECTUS 



TO: T-he SocTtjrafT, 
Finance Company of Queensland Ltd , 
441 Adelaide Strcdi, BRISBANE. 
HI raw forward prnspcefiii of year Premium Notes. Tnii 
rrqucxt places me undt?i no obliotrliDn -whaftoeref. 



NAME 



. ADDStSS 



W/W/l 



company 



eL 1 MIT K I); 
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•' Mind if ] try your end awhile, Sam?" 
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fOR TEENAGERS 




Continuing 



By LOllsh Ul \TEH 



•ex AST nmmh 1 ox* * buy t/Aobi 1 like very much. 1 am 
"151, The wrri after I met biro I trougbi Itiiii itoiUF. 
Mom ami Dad seemed to like him ™d they luld mr that I 
rwilil invite him out lo my plart thr following wrrkrnd, 0\ 1 | 
wtorJi I did. When be came, Dad asked him il be would ^Vf | 
like TO go down the rivff with ui, and he said that he would 
|o>c it- We all enjoyed ouivlves very much and when he 
oat borne he was invited lo stay for lea. That Ls wfcrrr 
be made his blue. He has shocking table manner, ami Mum 
and Pad think thai bceavwe of this he is not gfiod rnimgh 
for tnr and I am forbidden uj jer him *n> more. He Ls very 
gMd-Dttiuiercd m every other way and 1 think thai his 
family hii had a hard life and ibis is why his table mari- 
ne are » had. He k 17. What can we do? I think that 
Mum and Dad are just being snobbish in their attitude to- 
wards kirn. He is my first bay-friend. Pkase is there any 
reason why 1 can't stc him?" 
"Unhappy Vk. 
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LTHOUGH pra-tiamra and initial- art- | 

jl was - iim-iI. fetters will not be answerer! j 

■in lew the real name urnl atlclrete uf ihe | 

Bender are given a» a guarantee of goini fuilti. | 



A 

unit 

eetit 

b 1 ™ - 

M You say 



iiriitiiiiiiriiinii 



die boys "fibj and resrwri" your parents and are, 



If vou think this over, il means that your boy-fricuds 
neither like nor respect you. Vou are not going to be very 
happy with thi-jri if ihry don't. 

Hie girl, or woman, in any assoriatinn sets die standard 
of her companion 1 * Wihaviour. If you. continue to tolrralr 
the boys' present brhnvimir it puts you in their class, a nasty 
class, in which I am sure you dorj't helong. 

Nrat time these boys a*k you out. refuse tbe: invitation 



There il a very good reason why you can't see him— your aul j t(.|| them why. They'll probably lake it badly and you 

paicuts nave forbidden you to. s? V mj > "'" i<:c '' l<rn ■'"pun ever, or at least for a while. 

I feeJ sorry for you, your parents, and for your boy-friend. ^W jj j^ry're worth having around. diev'II iluuk it over, and 

In be dropped from grate beeau.se of table manners bib, m rime will ask von out again on your terms— with respect 

nn the surface, to be a snobbish, nasty, and unthinking to their iCcuiigs for you 

action. i • 

Bui table manners lliat malrh are very rniportarit lor any 
girl and boy. tnan and woman who spend ;my t imr together. 
They seetn unimportant at fust, but they bernrne more and 



more important unnt finally tin- fart that he eats with his 
mouth open or holds his knife and fori badly is the basic 
irritation that break* up your association. 
This probably sifrms a black lie to you, but il isn't. 
What makes the table manners problem seem so awful is 
that at first it appears easy to oveTrnme. It Isn't, though, 
unless the person ennccrned is scmitivr to the differences, 
instinctively realises he is earing differently, and immediately 
tries to adopt the ways of the family with whom he is earine, 

Your parents acted, 1 imagine, knowing the importance 
matching table manners, and knowing they could not improve 
the situation widioul being very hurtful and embarrassing to 
your first boy-friend- 
They have made their derixkm and you must accent it. 
The hard life yon mention need have nothing to do with 
the boy 1 ! table manners- Il is family custom and training 
that make people eat the way they do. Hut there is a cor- 
rect way to eat; hundreds of bonks have been written about 
it, giving the rules. ]r is necessary to conform to these rules 
to be a really successful person, male or female, who can be 
happy and comfortable in all company. 

"\yT. are two teenagers who like two teenage hoys our own 
age. "I he Imr nf us all come (mm good honlrs, but wr 
ire worried abunl the boys accuse they have dirty minds 
and tongues. Our parents know these buys and like them 
hut do not know of their habitv The boys like and respect 
owe parents and are polite, in dwir speech to them, bat dur- 
ing the pictures and other places they get oul of hand. 
Please don' I tell us In keep away Iran them as we value 
their liM'nikhrp and don't wast to part from Ihem. We have 
asked the advice of natty people and now we appeal to you. 
Please help nsJ™ 
"Worried Tiro," S.A. 

The problem of a man with a dim mind and tongue faces 
every woman some time in her life. It has to be dealt with 
firmly, 

I regard dhtv stories and tongues as completely intoler- 
able. 
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n**bhie ... 

• Sumc frivolous food thai is easy to pre- 
pare is a special holiday bonus you could 
make for the family. 
Pcrferl with the odd enp of coffee are crunehy 
Manhmalkrw Fingers. Grease a mnung-bowl«hickJy 
with butter and pour in a packet of rice bubbles. Then 
melt a pound of marshmalkw*. plain or masted, and 
2m. butter in the tup of a double saucepan over hot 
water and pour over the rice nubbles. Stir until all the 
rice bubbles are coated. Butter your hands ithe ins ides 
lit them), shape the mtklurr in your hands into binger- 
length rolls, and put on waxed paper to set- This lakes 
several hours. 

Golden Delight is a wonderful summer su-eit. Put a 
large block of iee-rream into your refrigeratur trays, 
spread out with a knife to fill if necessary. Beat to- 
gether half a cup of peanut butter, 2 tablespoons honey, 
half cup water, and a dash vanilla until thoroughly 
blended. Spread over ice-cream in trays and swirl into 
tt with a fork. Freeze and serve in a tall glass with 
whipped cream lopped with a riirrry. 



" T AM a rather extractive girl of 15. Over the past few 
mouths 1 have been going with a boy my own age, but 
we seem to fight over practically nothing half the time. A 
couple of nights ago I went out with a boy who is IS and 
1 find I like him very much. ITus is the first rime I've been 
oul with a boy as old as this, and now I find I have a prob- 
lem- When 1 was going with this boy of 15, he kissed me 
f^y) g**odnight in just an ordinary way, but when the older boy 
>4y kissed me goodnight il was a lot different, I was slightly 
embarrassed, as ! didn't know what to do next, as this is the 
first time I've ever been kissed like that. Is this anything to 
worry about-, as I feel sore this boy will ask me out again 
some time? Does an 18- year- old boy act a lot different when 
he is oat with a girl than a 15- year-old hoy? Also could 
fijk) you explain what 'petting" is and if there is anything wrung 
with h?" 
Bowildcred," WA 

•'Petting" is the prelude i.o serious love-making, and the 
kind ol kiss your 18-ytar-old friend gave you is a "petlmg" 
kiss. You should not go out with this older hoy again, you 
ire far too young. A friendship with a 15-yrar-o.ld girl that 
starts with a "petting" kin on a first date can lead only to 
heartache. 

Your 15-year-old friend sounds rntiiii ntrer to me. Boys 
of 1H act very differently with a girl because they are much 
more experienced. You are far too young for surh attentions 
emotionally, and according to the Law, loo. 

Yon sound a very wise young girl to me; you knew ihrre 
was something to worry about and were embarrassed by the 
kiss. Any kiss that is an embarrassment Ls a sad thing thai 
a girl is far better off without. 

********+*J)ISC DIGEST ** ******** 

JJOGEK WUXIAMS is said to be the largest selling pianist 

QC\ in the history of the record business. After hearing his 
y latest IJ>, "The Boy Next Door" JIlAA^flfiDi, 1 can well 
believe this claim, and it also explains why his single of 
"Autumn leaves" has sold well over the rwo-and-a-half 
million mark. 

Unfortunately, he's not above playing mush. One of his 
albums is full of sloppy pseudo-classical Huff, but the new 
one is a winner. Roger studied under Teddy Wilvm ami 
Lennie Tristano, and that's a key to his piano style, but he 
also add* a serious niiaieian's touch to the popular-musir 
idiom. Tie has a university degree in music and also studied, 
at the famous JutHiard School in New York, but — just to 
show that he's not a stuffed shin — he became a Navy boxing 
champ during Wiwld War II- 

Disc cover notes are usually blurb, but for once they're 
right when they say Williams has **thal intimate from-me-to- 
you feeling." When 1 played the record it sounded just as 
[hough a friend were casually playing the piano in the nest 
room. 'Die twelve melodies he plays so delightfully include 
"Take Care," "It Never Fanerrd My Mind," "Kvrryorte 
Wants Something," "Moonlight in Vermont," "Stella by 
Starlight," "Kbb Tide," and the album's title tunc. 

The record business seems lo he "taking a leaf oot of 
the book publishers, and has now begun to issue discs whi' h 
are roughly the equivalent of "paper barks." Most uf thim 
have been issued several years l«ark at lop prices, but they're' 
now becoming available to budgel-wise collectors at nearly 
£1 cheaper. If you're in the inariet for some really good 
stuff you might like to hear Kleiner's mterpreration of 
Beethoven's "Pastoral" Symphony (ACIA2), the Hamburg 
Symphony Orchestra doing Tchaikovsky's Fifth (ACTA. 3), 
or a fine double, by the Paris Conservatoire Orchestra, con- 
sisting of "las Syfphides*' and Tchaikovsky's "Sleeping 
Beauty," All the IPs in the series have been newly pressed. 

— BERNARD FLETCHE3L 



The Story of 
Holly and Ivy 



with pTTmitMei,'' wit! a bridei- 
mftitl. "I shall be fold in the 

"1 am in pink, with rotes, 11 
said anothrr. "They wiD buy 
mc in the wmmcr," but Hnlty 
had a mi dress, for Christmas. 
Whar would br donr wiili hci ? 

"You will be put bark into 
stork.*' mid Abrar^iriabiJi 

"Pleair . . . what U stock? 1 * 
whispered Holly. 

"It is xhut up and -1 irk," taid 
A hracjx Hnh r» . a.i if br likrd that 
very much. "No <mc «c* you 
itr disturb* you. You get cov- 
ered with duAt aod I shall Sr- 
lh«r, M Eud Abrauihibm, 

I loll v wiih«d ihc uould crack. 

i 

'*Thii ii my KTa n dm°thi*r'* 
hdiue," said I*-y, but whrn ihe 
u.i i. uj lhr huusc it was not. 
Thnt happrned WW*! uroes. 
"Then hri that one," she said, 
but it wja not thaLt cine, eilhcr. 

Somebody carnr down lhr 
iircet. Even is thr jnuw his 
tread wH.i loud It waA a big 
puliCL'jnan. ( Aa it m»,tter of 
lart, it was Mr. Jones.) 

Ivy luirw as well as vu or 
I know that policcmer. .tre kind 
people .l rid do not like little 
girb to wander about *ilone 
after dark in a fttrangc town. 
"He nuvhi send mc to the in- 
faiiti' home." . nirt Ivy, and, 
quick, a* a mouse going intt> its 
hule, she whisked into .■ 
»gp between two shops. 

"Queer!" said Mr. JonrtL "T 
thought [ saw mD3e^hinR 
sprecn." 

At the end of the jjasaagr was 
a shed, and Ivy whisked ifttO 
it and nlood behind the door. 
Tlifie was sotnrthin? odd about 
that ahrd: it was warm. Ivy 
did dM know bow an onpry 
shed could l>r Wairm on n cold 
night, but I shall tell you. 

The shed belonfwd to a baker 
and was built against <he wail 
hehind his oven. All day lie 
had been bakina- rirend and 
rolls, for Christmas, :tnd the 
mm was still hoi. When Ivy 
put hrr h int! on the wall she 
had to tale 21 away <juickry, 
for the wall was hakinf, hot. 

Sor.in she stopped shiveTiriir,- 
In h ramrr wbi a pair of Hour 
seutIu am. she sal down an them. 
Then ihe took off her roat T lay 
down on the sacks, and spread 
thr eaut ovri her. 

Id a moment she was fust 
ajdeep. 

The toyshop WM close by tbe 
passage It w*u too dark to 
be noticed, rhouiih Abraca- 
dabraA 1 ! eyes shone like green 
lamps. 

'"Sriopjiii.E.- ls over. Hon! 
Hoo!" iraiH AbrHeadabra. 

**Over. Over," mourned tbe 
toys. 

They tixd not know and Ab- 
racadabra did not know thai it 
it when «h.>ppuifi is over tlutt 
Chtisutmas 'begins. 

Soon it was not dark, (or 
the snow had stopped and the 
moon came up and li -t ti < *r- 1 iill 
the town. The rooft sparkled 
with frtni as did the snow on 
the pavrmcnu. and madi In 
the toyshop window the Uiyi 
showed, not as bright as day 
bur bright as momllitbi. which 
is far more beautiful. Holly'a 
dre^h looknl a pale red and her 
hair was pair gold. 

Dolli do not lir down to go 
to slrirp: tbr>- only do thui wht*n 
you remember 10 put them to 
bed and yow often (arfjet, 
they would be tired if thry had 
w:|it. fney can sleep where 
W~ stand or tit and now the 
dulli in thr toyirhop window 
■ in their plarcs, ajl but 
Htilly She could not RP to 
■leen*. She was a Chrnitnias doll 
and it kbi bespnnuig to be 
< ~h: ;■ ■riot' She did not know 
why, but she was OLrftril. Thrn 
all at onoe, softly, bells began 
to ring. 

Long after most children are 
in bed, on Chrisi-mM E\t, the 
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chuich be Us i B lowua and vtl* 
lages begin to ring. Soon the 
clocks Mnkr twelv and it il 
Chrintmai. 

Hully heard the belts and . . . 
what was this ? People wrri- 
walking in the nreci , . hurry- 
ing. "'Hist? T-whoo!" said 
Abracadaibra at them as they 
pawed, but titer took do notice. 

''Thrri ... it ha* sLirled," 
•aid Holly. 

"What hai started?" said 
Abracadabra. 

"It*' 1 «aid Holly. She could 
ncii explain better thiin that, 
for ihe did not know yet what 
"it" meant - this w*v, alter 
all, her first Christmas — but 
thr brJls grew louder and more 
and more people passed- There, 
n may hrrve been the pin of 
Holly's price ticket, or a apinr 
of tinsel come loose from the 
shelf, but Hoi ly f el t a ti By 
Ijricking as aii.u|» as .1 prirkle 
on a houy leaf. "Wish." said 
the prickle, "wish." 

"But . . . the shop is 
closed. 1 ' said Hulk, "die cfa&r 
dxvft are in bed. Abracadabra 
tays I muil go into sto— — " 
The prickle interrupted. ''Wish. 
"Wish! ' taid the prickle, 
"Wish!" It went on till 
Hnlly wished. 

Ivy ihoukjht thr bells woke 
hrr. or perhaps the passing feet, 
but ilirti why did she feel sojuc- 
thing sharp lisr u bhistli! or a 
bard ntraw in one of the sacks? 
She sat up. bul she was half 
. 1 ■ ! ■ ". 1 » and she thought liir fnri 
were the St, Agnes' children 
marching do w n 1 u bn-a kf an 
and thr bells were the break- 
last bell. Then she uw she 
was Kill in the shed, (hough it 
was filled with a nrnr light, a 
itrarigr., stlvrr light. "Modu- 
lif^hit i*" asked Ivy, and rubbitl 
her eyes. 



kl/flE was wumi and 

comfortable tin the sacks under 
the green c«ir tfiniigh thai 
bad great white patches on it 
Eiom the Hour — tou w.irm and 
contfortahle 10 movr and she 
bty down, but again she left 
that thisilr or sharp straw. Tbe 
UghJ seemed to be calling hrr. 
ihe bdU, the hurrying feet ihr 
prickle ieexiii-d to trU her to get 
up. 

I» the su«et the rnoontight 
was w bright that once again 
Ivy il rough l it was nwrning 
and ahe was in St. Agncj* and 
the bells wrre thr breakfast hell. 
"Only _ . . thrrr are mi many uf 
• rj'.Tit said sleepy Ivy. 

Shr walked a few steps to 
the toyshop. She did nm know 
bow it came tu be there and 
she thought she was in her St. 
Agnes' bedrooiu aod il wui 
tilled with toys. Then, "Not 
toyi," said Ivy, "a toy," and shr 
was wide awake, She did not 
even Kr Abracadabra £ Luring 
at her with his green ryes, the 
looked untight ai Holly 

She saw Holly's dress and 
socks and shoes, "She is red nod 
gret L n, too. 1 * thought Ivy. She 
<taw Holly's hair, brown eyes, 
little teeth, and beautiful fttbitA. 
They were just what Ivy liked, 
and, "My Christmas doll!" said 
Ivy. "That's the very doll J 
want." 

Holly saw Ivy's lace pressed 
against the window as she had 
seen so many children's faces 
that day, bul , "Thin one is 
different " said Holly. * 

I'.-i '- hands in their woollen 
glows held to the ledge where 
it *aid ''BtoMDTU, High CIjuu 
Toys, and Garnes.' 1 Holly looked 
at Ivy's hands. "Soon they will 
be holding mt," thoughi Holly. 
Ivy's c<Mt even in the moon- 
light was as beautiful a green 
as Holly*!- drean was a beauti- 
ful red. so that they seemed 10 
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match and, "My Christmas 
girl!" said Hotly. 

"But i j l- window is be- 
tween," said Abracadabra. 

The window was in hetween 
and the toyshop door was 
locked, but even if M bad been 
open, Ivy had no money. "Hool 
Hoc!" said Abracadabra, but, 
remember, not only Holly bul 
K . was wishing now. 

""1 wish - - 1 

|l I wish — " 

The toys woke up, "A child," 
ihcy wbisprrrd, "a child,*' and 
[frey is ; JirC!. too. 

Wishes are powcrfu! things- 
K'y strpped back from tbe 
window and Abacadabra's eyes 
grew pale as cr-nmch went 
some(hio£j under Ivy's heeL It 
was something hiddm jnal 
under the snow, "rlsst!" said 
Abracadabra. "T-whoo!" but 

Ivy bent down and picked up 

a key. 

In the moonlight il was 
bright silver. "Peters key, 
Peter's key,* 1 whispered the 
ioys_" 

Footsteps sounded in the 
streei. people were coming from 
church; Ivy put the key in her 
pocket and quickly run back to 
the shed. 

She had to wait a Iudr time 
for the people to puss as they 
stopped to say "Merry 
Christmas 1 ' tit one another, to 
give one another parcels, and 
Ivy Mt down un the sacks tu 
rest. Prescndy she gave another 
great yawn. Presently *he Lay 
down and spread her coat over 
her. Presently she went to 
sleep. 

The toys had gone to sleep, 
too. "Bui I cant," raid Holly, 
"I must wnii for my Christmas 
girl." 

She stayed awake for a long 
time, but she was only a little 
doll . . and presently she fell 
asleep where ?he stood 

Very early on Christmas 
morning. Mrs. Jones got up 
and tidied her living-room. She 
lit a lire, swept the hearth, arid 
dn»it L d the lumiture, She laid 
a tjible for breakfast with a 
pink-nnd-wHitr clolh, her best 
hlue china, a loaf of crusty 
bread, » pat of new butler in a 
glass disb, honey m a blur pot, 
a bawl of su^ar, and a jug of 
mflk. She had sume fresh 
brown eqgs and, in the kitchen, 
the put sawages to shale in a 
pan. Thro she set the teapot 
tri warm on the hob, lit the 
randies an the Christmas tree, 
and sal down by the fire to 
wait. 

The baker's oven cooled in 
if u- nielli and Ivy woke with the 
cold. The shed was icy; Ivy's 
eyelashes were stuck together 
with rLme and the dp of her 
note fell frown. When she 
tried to stand up her legs were 
so stiff that she almost fell over; 
when she put on her coat ber 
fingers were bo numb that they 
could not do up the buttons. 

Ivy waj a sensible little girl; 
the knew she had to get warm 
and the did pot cry, but, "I 
M BSttlf h-hop and sk-kip," she 
said through her chattering 
teeth, and there in the shrd 
she swung her arms, in-cut, out- 
in, and cUpped her hands, Out- 
side she tried to run, but her 
lesis Tel t heavy and her n cad 
srcjnrd to swim. *T nwmist 
f-frnd m-my g-g - g ra ndmci ther 
q-q-quickly,' 1 ' said Ivy. 

She went into (he street, and 
how mid it was ihere! The 
wind blew under her coat, the 
mow on the pavements had 
turned to ice and was slippery. 
She tried to hop, but the snow 
was tike giAjut. Ivy's fingers and 
nose hurt in the cold. "Tf-f ] 
l'luok ;i\ m-my d-d-doll I nv 
might- 1 f-feel b-b-b-bettet," 
said Ivy, but ihr turned the 
wrung way. 

It was thr wrong way for 
tbc toyshop, but perhaps it was 
thr right way for Ivy, for a 
hundred yardi down ihr street 
she came to the Jones' hcruse. 

M I mun look for 4 hrju*c with 
a tree and no children/' That 
■s what she had said. Now the 
looked in at the window and 
there was no sign of any chil- 
dren, but there was a Christmas 
tree lit. Ivy saw the fire, To 
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w-Wiirm m-nie," whisiiered Ivy 
and, oh, she was cold! 

She saw the tnhh- with the 
pi rtk-and: -white tloth t blue 
china, bread and butter, honey 
and milk, the teapot warming. 
■ "My b-breakf ast ," whispered 
Ivy. and. oh, she was hungry I 
She saw Mrs. Jones, sitting by 
the fire, In her clean apron, 
waiting. Tvy stood quite still, 
then, "My g-g-grandmother p 
whispered Ivy. 

Holly woke with a start. 

"Oh! I bavi- been asleep!" 
said Holly in dismay "Oh! I 
must have missed my little 
Christriias girl." 

"She won't come back" said 
Abracadabra. "It's Christmas 
Day. She's playing with her 
new toya." 

M I am her new toy/' said 
Holly, and she wished. 1 think 
her wish was bigger than 
Abracadabra, for when Ivy 
lifted ber hand 10 Mrs. Jones* 
knocker a prickle from the 
bunch of holly ran into her 
finger. "Ow!" said Ivy The 
prickle was so sharp that ihr 
took her hand down and. 
1 F-fi rsi I must g-get my 
d-d-doll." said Ivy. 

If Ivy had slopped to think 
she would have known she 
could not get her doll. How 
could she when thr shop was 
locked and the window was in 
between ? Besides, Holly was 
not Ivy's dnil and had not even 
been sold. A wise perison would 
have known this, but sometimes 
it is better to feel a prirklc than 
be wise. 

"Hullo/ ' said 1 vy to Holly 
through the toyshop window. 
,J y-i»-good morning." 

Holly could not say "Hullo" 
back, but she could wish Ivy 
good morning — wi th a dol T s 
wwh_ 

In the daylight Holly was 
even more beautiful than she 
had been by uioonlighl. Ivy was 
even dearer. 

"A little girl!" sneered Abra- 
cadabra. "There are hundreds 
of tilde girls." 

"Not for me," said Holly. 

"A little doll!" sneered Abra- 
cadabra. H There are hundreds 
iff little dolls,' and if Ivy could 
have heard him through die 
toyshop window *he would have 
said, "Not for mc." 

Ivy gazed at Holly through 
the window. 

She guyed so hard she did 
not hear footsteps coming down 
the street, heavy Steps and light 
ones and a queer snuff hug 
sound. Tbc heavy steps went 
Mr. Jones'* the light ones were 
Peter's, and the snuffling sound 
was Pctrr trying not to cry. 

"1 put it in my pocket," 
Peter was saying. "I for^tJt 
my pocket was torn. Oh, what 
shall I do? What dull 1 do?" 
said Peter, 

Mr, Jones patted his shoul- 
der and asked, "What sort of 
a key was il now?" 

A key? Ivy lumird round. 
Shr saw Mr. Jones and jurnjved. 
Then she made herself as small 
as she could against the win- 
dow 

"A big iron key, but it looked 
like silver," Mid Peter. He and 
Mr. Jones began to look along 
the pavement, 

"Mr. Bloiisrim trusted me," 
said Peter. His wide smile was 
gone and His face looked quite 
pale- "I don't tike boys," 
though t I vy, but Peter was 
saying, *'He Trusted me. He'll 
never trust me again," and, 
though Peter wa» a big Itoy, 
when he said that he looked as 
if he really might bunt into 
tears. 

"A boy cry?" asked Ivy. She 
had never seeti Barnabas cry. 
"I didn't know boys could," 
thought Ivy, 

Peter was saying, "A thief 
might have picked it up." 

"It w- wasn't ii rh- thief. Jt 
was m-m-iM," said Ivy, and 
put h^r hand in her pocket and 
pulled out the key. "5- so you 
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□-needn't c-e-cry," said Ivy to 
Peter. 

Can you imagine how Peter*! 
tears disappeared and his smile 
came back? "Cry? Who 
tried?" said Peter scornfully, 
and Ivy thought it better not 
to say, "You." 

Mr. Jnnes put the key in the 
lock and it fitted. "I suppose 
I had better go in," said Peter, 
"and see if everything's all 

right," 

"Well, I'm going home, .wiu 
Mr. Jones. "You know where 
T live. If anything'* wrong, 
pop in," It was as he turned 
to go home that Mr. Jones saw 
Ivy. "So . . . there was some- 
thing green/' said Mr. Junes. 

Ivy knew how she must look; 
her coat and her hair, her socks 
and her shoes were dulled with 
Hour from the sacks; she liad 
not been able to comb her hair 
be.cause she had no comb, and 
her fuer had smears across it 
from the toffee apple t and, ''I 
think you are lost," said Mr. 
Jones. 

His voice was so kind that 
the empty feeling ached in Ivy; 
it felt so empty that her mouth 
began to tremble. She could 
not shut her Hps, but, "I'm 
u-noi 1-lost," said Ivy. "I'm 



breath "What doll would she 
like?" 

"A bride doll," said Abra- 
cadabra with a gleam in his 
eyes. 

A bride doll was jUan ding un 
ihe counter and Peter weni to 
pick her up, but be mrntt have 
put his band on the pin of her 
price ticket or a wire in the 
orange-blossom lltiwers on her 
dress, for, "Ow!" said Peter, 
and drew back his hand. 

Abracadabra looked at Holly. 
Holly smiled. 

"All litde girls like baby 
dolls," said Abracadabra. "Take 
ber a baby doll." 

J here was one baby doll left, 
She was in the window; Peter 
reached to take her out, but 
the safrty pin on the baby doll's 
bib must have been undone, for, 
"Owf" cried Peter, and drew 
hack bus hand. 

"I hst! T-whoo." said Ahra- 
radabra to Holly. Holly smiled. 

It was the same with the 
primrose bridesmaid. "Ow!" 
Cried Peter. The samr with the 
rose. "Ow!" and "Tlcre, Vm 
yetting fed up." said Peter. 
" Who's trying this on?" I do 
not know wliat made him look 
at Abracadabra. Abracadabra's 
eyes gleamed, bul just above 
Abracadabra , in her pluce, 
Peter saw Holly. 

"Why. uf course! The tittle 
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g-g-going m n>my g^-g-gr;md- 
mother." 

"I see/" said Mr. Jones. He 
looked at Ivy again, "Where 
does your grandmother live?"* 
asked Mr. Jones. 

Ivy took bis hand and led 
him down the street I* the 
Jones' house. "This is m-my 
g-g-gTandinother'i,'" said Ivy. 

Mr. Jones seemed rather sur- 
prised. "Are you sure?" asked 
Mr Jones. 

"Of course,"* said Ivy. 
' 'L- 1 wk in at the w- window. 
"There/* she triltl h im. 
"di-therc's toy Ch-Chxishnas. 
t-tree." 

Mr. Jones thought a moment, 
then, "Perhaps it is your 
Christmas tree," he said. 

"Sh-shall we knock?" asked 
Ivy, but, "You needn't knock," 
said Mr. Joncs. "You can come 
in_" 

The toys were all in their 
places when Peter opened the 
door. "No thanks to you," 
said Abracadabra.. 

Perhaps Peter heard him, for 
Pctrr said, 'Thanks to that 
little girL' 1 

I do not know how it was, 
bin Peter had the idea that Ivy 
whs Mr. Jones' little giiL "He 
was kind to tne," said Peter, 
"and St; was she." Peter was 
very grateful and, "What can 
I do for them?" he ;isked : then, 
"1 know," said Peter. Mr. 
Blossom hud told him to mke 
any toy and. 'TH take her a 
doll," said Peter, "I can slip 
it into their house eusy, with- 
out w.-ino a word, but . . . 
what dolt would she like?" 
a&ked Peter. 

"Ihe toy* all held ihrrr 



red Chriibmas dnil.' said Peter. 
"The very dung!" but as he 
stepped up to the glass shelf 
Abracadabra was there, 

Peter said that Abracadabra 
must have toppled, for a toy 
owl cannot fly, but it scirtned 
for a moment that Abracadabra 
was right in his face; the green 
ryes wrrr - close, the spread 
wings, the hcxiked br.uk, and 
thr riaws Peter let out a cry 
and hit Abracadabra, wlm fell 
on the floor. "Out of my way," 
cried Peter, and he gave Abra- 
radahra a kick. Then Abraca- 
dabra, did .fly. lie went sailing 
across the shop and landed head 
down in the rubbish bin. 

"Oooh! Aaahi" cried all the 
toys in terror, but Peter tip rang 
after him and shut the lid down 
Light. 

Then he picked up Holly 
from the shelf in The window 
and ran pell-mell to the Jones!*. 

When Mr. JoneH and Ivy 
came in Mrs. Jones was in the 
kitchen turning the sausages. 
Mr. Jones told Ivy to wait in 
the hall, 

"Merry Christmas/' said Mr. 
Jones to Mrs. Jones, and kissed 
her. 

"Merry Christmas," said 
Mni J tines, but she sounded a 
little sad. 

Mr. Jones had a present in 
his pocket for Mrs. Jones, a 
little sold brooch, He took it 
outt unwrapped it, and pinned 
it on her dress. "Oh; how 
pretty, Albert! " said M rs. 
Jones, but she still sounded iad. 

"I have another Christmas 
present for you," said Mr. 
Jones." and" laughed. "It can 
walk and talk," and he laughed 
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still more; and then he brought 
Ivy in. 

When Mrs. Jones saw Ivv 
she did not laugh; for a m. 
mcnt she stood stilt then shr 
dropprd l he fork and k n e [ i 
down on the Hoor and put h er 
hands on Ivy's shoulders. "Oh, 
Albert!" said Mrs. Jones, "Al- 
bcrtt' 7 She linked at Ivy for ■ 
long time and two trans canic 
into her eyes and rolled down 
her cheeks. Ivy. with her glove, 
wiped the tears away nmj ih R 
emptiness went out of Ivy and 
never came back. 

"Dearie me!" said Mrs. Jones, 
getting to her fret, "What am 
I thinking of? You must have 
a hot bath at once." 

"Breakfast first," said Mr. 
Jones, and Ivy asked, '^Couldn't 
1 see my Christmaa tree ?" 

Mrs- Jones' living-room was 
as bright and clean n it hud 
[unked through the window. 
The fire was warm on Ivy's 
legs, thr cable was close to her 
now, -ind in the window was the 
tree. "With a star on the top,' 1 
wliii]»ered Ivy. 

"But why. oh why," Mrs. 
Junes was saying lo Mr. Jones 
outside the door, "why didn't 
1 buy that little doll?" 

"And the shops are shut." 
whispered Mr. Jones. "We shall 
have to explain." 

Tvy did not hear Ihent, "Red 
randtesf" she was whispering. 
•'Silver crackers' And glass 
bahV" 

She stopped Mrs, Jones 
came in and gave a cry "Well, 
I'll be dangrd!" said Mr. Jona. 
for at the foot of the tree, by 
die parcel of handkcrchiefi, 
stood I lolly. 

Though Mrs, Jour* was a 
tittle young to be a grand- 
mo t her, she and Mr. Jnnes 
adopted Ivy. which means thei, 
took her a* their own, and, of 
course, (lolly ax weLL Miss 
Shepherd came to visit dieni 
and arrange this, "Please tell 
Barnabas," oid Ivy. * 

Mrs. Junes made Ivy a green 
dress like Holly'* red one, hut 
with a red petticoat and red 
sttcks She made Holly a red 
coa« like Ivy's green one, and 
knitted her a pair of tiny green 
woollen gloves so that chey 
matthnd when they went oat. 

They pass the toyshop often, 
but there is no Abracadabrn. 

"Where is the owl?" Mr. 
BJossum had asked when the 
shop opened again, and Pelrt 
had to my, "1 put him in the 
rubbish bin." 

"Good gracious met" said 
Mr. Bfossom. "Get him out 
at once," but when they lifted 
thr lid Abracadabra was not 
there. 

"Sir, the dustman must have 
taken him away.'* said Petri, 
standing up stiff and straight- 

I do not know if that wa? 
tnic, hut Abrucadahra was 
never seen again. 

"Clever ieen again." said the 
toys. Ihcy sounded happy 
"Never seen again," and long, 
long aftrjwarn in the toyshop 
they told tales of Abracadabra 
Sometimes Holly and tvy 
meet Crumple, who waves 
mink at them. Once they saw 
Mallow and Wallow put out on 
a window silL They often sec 
Peter and Mr, Blonsnm: in spite 
of Abracadabra's disappearance,, 
Mr. Blossom LrmtH Peter. 

"But if you had not found 
Use key,*' says Peter to Tvy. 

"If I had not coma to look 
at Holly," says Ivy. 

"If I had not gone to Mr 
Jones," nays Peter. 

"If M rs Jones had not 
bought the Christmas tree," but 
it goes farther back than thui 
If Ivy had not slept in the shed 
... if the baker had not lit 
his oven , , . if Ivy had not 
got out of the train ... if Baj- 
nahos had not laughed at Ivy 

... if HnTIy 

"If I had not wished r " »y* 
Hhlly. 

I told you in the bespmuns; 
that it was a story about wish- 
ing- 

(CkiprruTbtJ 
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i LEFTOVERS NEEDN'T BE DULL | 



• These four delicious dishes should 
please everyone and, til the same time, 
dispose of a variety of meat and poultry 
left over from Christmas holiday spreads. 



By LEILA 
C. HOWARD, 
Our Food and 
Cookery 
Expert 





* TURKEY 



mm CHEESE florored mUott partly could he *+ed in plore of the 
bread JicAB in this Intft r4 1 in£ pcn^M of tmrk* . m t* hing^ 



* MEDLEY 



LOAF mriih nprintt gttritUh 
(above) feature* a variety 
of leftover hm wU. SartHi hot 
a* a main nnifiP, or eui 
into raid Umcm and (fore 
%mth ctitp tatad vegetables 



Minx cups finely chopped 
nr minr* d cooked n u :t ts 
(poultry, .... iii, pork, veal, or 
LunJ>), 1 cup soft while 
breadcrumbs, [ cup pw\ u an L 
tomato sauce, 2 eggs, { cup 
finely chopped onion, \ tea- 
jirKion mustard [if ham is in- 
cluded in tfae meats), { tea- 
spoon ground cloves, I large 
da apricot halves, J CD P 
cream cheese, 2 .easpooos 
horseradish, sail and pepper, 
parsley. 

V.otnbinc the n if at, bread- 
crumbs, tomato sauce, eggs. 
Onion, m us lard, and cloves- 
Frv.H into a well-dressed loaf- 
tin and bake in a moderate 
oven for I hour. Drain apri- 
cots fram ihe syrup. fllfiul 
i-rcam chrese and horseradish 
wilt sufficient salt and prppec 
to taste. Fill centre cavity of 
filch apricot hall with horse- 
radish mixture and ■serve with 
ihc parsley 'garnished loaf. 



Pancake Mixture: One cup 
plain flour, t traspoon salt, 
pinch rayennr pepper, 2 crrs, 
M cups mill, butter. 

Sift flour, salt and cayenne 
together. Beat egjrs and .idd 
1 ' Up ol milk. Shake Html' 
over tup and beat briskly until 
free from lumps. Add rr- 
maindrr D f milk to dcuTed 
consistency. Stand aside 1 
hnnr l.i, ; hilv prease a healed, 
■■•i ll>. iv 1 rviui: -pan or griddle- 
imii I'onr on sufTirinil batter 
tf > give a thin coating all 
over. Cook over heat until 
golden • brown underneath, 
luowtt and turn over to brown 
other side. Cmitinne until 
»H pancakes are made. 

Caswrole MiaJnrr: One cup 
Tin: Austhmjan Mumkn'i Wee 




Thin ilicci bread, I cup 
melted hotter or margarine, 
3oa. bnttrr nr margarine, 3or. 
Hour, 1 trasn<Miii salt, J tra- 
ipooo mustard, I small onion 
— trraled, 2J cupsinilb, I una II 
tin or {lb. diced cooled 
mushrooms, 1 red pepper, 
diced and lightly conked, 2 
cups diced cooked turkey, h 
cup diced cnoked hum. 

Remove crusts from bread 
slices and arrange over bot- 
tom and sides of deep pie- 
plate or casserole. Brush with 



melted butter anil bake in a 
moderate oven until tips of 
bread are golden brou-n. 

Plate butter in saucepan, 
heat, and add Hour, stir well 
and add sail, mustard, and 
onion. Cook without browning 
fut .1 minutes, cool. Scald 
mill and add gradually to 
butter and flour mixture, 
stirring continuously to avoid 
lumps. Bring (o boil and trim- 
mer 3 minutes. Add diced 
pepper, mushrooms, and 
meats, Reheat and turn into 
toast-shell, serve. 



* CHICKEN-BURGERS * 



Two cup* finely diced 
cftrkeo, { cup toil bread* 
rnirafw, 1 teaspoon ebilli 
wifce or to taste, ! egg, j cup 
milk, 2 hamburger buns but- 
ler or margarine-, innuto 
chutnry, I onion, tomato 
wrdijcs parsley. 

Mix cJiiikru, breadcruinbf, 

THICK ttmndi of brrod or 
large unary **one* could 
if m in tie ad of ban* 
im the efrirken burger* 
dlmstralrd oo the left* 



- t it] 1 1 sauce, egfc, and milk to- 
Kctticr. Shajir into 4 large 
patties and set aside. Split 
huna in halve a, toait lightly, 
and ipread with butter or 
margarine and chutney. Plac? 
paitie? under heated grjMer to 
brown one side. Put paity 
hnmurd side ttown on top at 
each half of bun and mum 
under griller until patty w 
bcaied and biv-.Mr-.i on top- 
GarnUh witb ri;itr= of onion, 
lornato swed^c^ and parsley. 



chopped ham, 1 cup chopped 
cooked veal, 1 large tin 
asparagus spears, 1 \ cups 
graicd tMty chrcsr, 2 eggs, I 
cup nn Ik. 1 cup sour crcanl. 

Thickly jrrcase cassrmlo 
and (jlacc one pantskr nn thi" 

bottorn Ckvver niih r thin 



over lave.-, f 'Im -"r in f»- ■ ■ ; 
oven, cover atid bake far I 
hour nr until LusLjrd > 
Serve pipjjju hoi wiih a gamtil] 
tif wOAii < r*r:inj 

All recipes on (his page are 
su fficir n t to r four persoufc 
Spoon measurements arr \rvrl 



* LAYERED CASSEROLE * 



s[<iinklii.iE of h;mi and cheese. 
S<*i another pancake on lop 
.ind TCpc.H in this fashion 
with Layers of ham t veal, and 
sUpjrajrns until all are used 
and nnr pancake remains fur 
(he iop T Ileat eggs and milk 
lojfeiher and carefully pour 

lxy - iJecemher 31, 1958 



and an 8oz. .standard measur- 
ing cup is used. 

CASSEROLES of itu- type 
illustrated aj right ran for 
prepared early and reheated 
in a moderate or en 30 m/n- 
llfrj befnre serving. Thi* ri 
an ideal di»h for ttidtdu w . 
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Continuing .... 

Lonely Bachelor 

from page !9 



with three 
r.u ****** *n 



bachelor Lacrd 
waiting aunts 
rtemity. 

The hold stood like * 
wedding-cake planted an m hiH- 
yUif i D a ipntien full of cactus, 
a form of vrgetalion to which 
Inn hod never fell attracted. 
I; had never been known to 
snow iki the Riviera before at 
that time of y*=ar T hut it 
showed The nxan^^emmt 1©- 
taJiated by making the hoteJ 
10 hot that the tropin hrwj 
which Ian had recently canon 
teemed child*- play compared 
with i(- 

Glrmmily, that foil night. Tan 
surveyed his frHt7w-travrlfe»- 
There were *everal French fam- 
ilial who appeared to be having 
a good time. There were oas 
or two £ngJUa families who 
had the appearance of doing 
an e xp e nsi ve penance for met 
limv 

There was a large, nsaaiini- 
crntiy bearded figure utung 
a lane, with those lea-bluE rye* 
th.it art commonly supposed to 
comr from (razing at endln* 
exparua of water, but which 

WH well .1 w.l. rr t .irnr- 

rtmiiliv from %:tnnr, at large 
quantities of fpiri ti. lie wore 
a sweater with a naval badge 
of iome kind rmbhtzmed on 
the che«t, and looked every inch 
ju sestf^ring men are opened 
to look. 

"Wr call him the Oimmo- 
dorr. " laid Aunt I-**nr»- " \ 
1 h.inninr prnuo, very wealthy, 
lie has a villa, but I iptther 
ihr cold has driven him down 
here." 

"At Imj t that is what he 
rays, hut wr have cwr own 
ideas," uid Aunt May. She 
was thr run untie onr 

"We think it is Pr^gy Brown. 
Yon haven't seen her yet. She 
sits over there at thr tabfe- m 
the window. Shf is wmcthinit 
or other in mmit newspaper of- 
fine. 1 believe, just a working 
gui_ Think what a match it 
would be for hrr." 

"1 believe he watt' the V C, 3 
snitl Ami 1 lajira. "Someone 
was wiyintr wuiething about it 
one day." 

"lie ii very gay," said Aunt 
Nora doubtfully. 

All three aunts were on a 
diet- They picked it the won- 
cirri ul ffwid tadly, thcHish in 
thr 1 i j of all uf them, ea ce p t 
Aunt May, it was like kicking 
the stable-door after the buj w 
has ftcrac. 

Ladies drifted in and out to 
vtniL the ConiraoUore. They 
cMitr JI11J wrnL Tlirv had 
drink*, and loud was thr laugh- 
ter and long He was i*hvirjuify 
a very popular man. Ian finally 
met him in the bar. The Com- 
modore addressed him with 
pompous affability, and ashed 
which his khip was, and where 
he had ben in her. 

"Ah. yr>. Ilnngkongi" Ffut 
blur ryes fh with memories. 
"Marvellous place. Kowloon. 
Rrpiilv Bay " 

Ian was about to ask him. 
in which &hip* he had served 
when a blonde brukr in and 
thr party bcramc three-cor- 
nered. In the hotel 1 irn-.tr y 
ond readitiff-mom Ian puked 
about trying to find a reference 
book that would telT him ins-nr- 
thing about the Commodorr. 
whose narnc was unnrltow 
fanuliar in hrm. but hr could 
not tay bow or why, 

There was nothing, hut he 
saw a girl with smooth fair 
hair sitting by herself in a cor- 
ner, writing. In a Land of spec- 
tacular womrn ihe was noth- 
ing much to look at, but her 
profile, pah- and cJestf and 
calm, uuilinrd against the pan- 
elled wall, did something to 
Ian'* heart, h s;avr him o,uitr 
a jolt. Shr had .1 gamin look 
and a tip-iilcrd nose too good 
to be true. She Was an absorbed 
in whatever it was die was 
doing thai ihr tieithrrr heard 
nor uw hi iu. 

tan went out, and mopped 
a brow thai suddenly wai oddly 
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damp, and not entirely with 
the lavage ccnual-heatintj Cine 
thought filled hi* mind, that 
1 hLx wuuld not turn nut to be 
Peggy Brown, the girl the Com- 
modore had his eye on, for 
what chance has a mere lieu- 
tenant against cornpetifinu like 
dial? 

Of course she was. At dinner 
that night she slipped unob- 
trusively into the chair by the 
table near the window, unfurled 
Iter table napkin, and looked 
about her. Her eyes were large 
and soft, and put in with a 
smutty finger, and in a world 
of hectic young women eauding 
appeal of every kind ihe looked 
calm She was the kind of girl 
Ian had wirrtly dreamed of 
for years, in ihore -parr qk> 
mrnis when young men dream, 
but never leally hoped to meet. 
She did wmrihittg to his heart. 

What was the Use? What 
chance had he beside the Com- 
modore with his luxuriant 
beard, his blue eyes, magnifi- 
cent physiqur, his wraith, and 
mperiox rank? Tt looked to 
Ian as though his Christnuu 
leave was going to be worse 
ihan even he had anticipated, 
something be had not iiHiiid- 
ertd possible. 

Aunt Laura was busy organ- 
ising the C-hrisimas festivities. 
She was a great orgnniter. She 
had planned a party fur Clirbrt- 
mas dinner. The usual bogus 
uHrwhalli, hooters, and paper 
rapt had been laid on by the 
Tnanagcmrnt, and the guests 
were the Cominodure and 
Peggy Brown. 

"A family |»arty," ia>d Aunt 
l-iur.i- "It ii the one day of 
the year when we forget about 
our diet, and enjoy ourselves, 
dear. After dinner wr dial I 
motor down into the town to 
the church there. 'Iney hold 
ihe usual Chxistrnas LradiLional 
(eiirivities, very picLurestjue." 
She gave Ian n playful nokr. 
"And we mustn't forget t» hang 
up our Chris tm-u stockings-, 
must we? n 

That brought Tan up with 0 
;oLl He hut In 1 * yet nought 
their prrsrnts, and he had no 
idea whatever how or where in 
begin. 

Thr <hofu wrrr full of rn- 

chouting ciorurnsc. Ian wan- 
tiered round disconsolately the 
day Ur.fitrc. Chrixtmai Kvr, look- 
ing. Their were iwerts made 
up to resemble oranges 3fid 
lernnria and bunches of grapn, 
in charming baskets, but it 
hardly itemed kind lo give 
those to ladies on dicta. There 
was artinY ial jewellery, but 
Mimehnw he did not see hi- 
aunu in any of it. In the end 
hr derided on handlterchiefi, 
mundane buL useful He pushed 
open the door of thr link shop 
that had its windows full of 
dinn. and there, sitting bmide 
the counter, was Peggy Brnwrr 

fan'* heart gave thai painful 
job he was familiar with 
though he Etad long since En* 
formed it thai it wasn't any 
good. She looked up and 
imiled at him. "Chmtmas 
shopping ?*' 

**Trying but Pffl .ibso- 

lutrly foxed, I lurve ihree 
aunts," 

She said gaily, "1 know." 
She paid for her own purchases 
and got up "Do let tor help 
you. I adore shopping. No. 
out handkerchjefs. Iter's get 
them Mimrlhtng daahinR. 1 ' 

H Do you think that my aunts 

"Oh, yes," ihr said quickly 
'Tm sure of it. Now, finjt tell 
mr what you ran afford, and 
tiurn we'll see how far ii will 
Bo.' h 

Fan had never dreamed that 
ifjopping could be fun. but that 
monung it was. They (unshed 
np with a nylon nightie {out- 
Ukt) for Aunt Laura, & satin 
petticoat (outsize) for Aunt 
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Attractive modern home 




Where to buy 



this plan 

"pHE JiLui ibmra on this plRC cu be bosgkt tar 
£7/7/- pa fall set U any at ma Ilwuf Plan- 
ning Centres. These Centres, which have been estab- 
lished in riui juu^rluMi with, leaning item**, offer a 
conipirhcasWt service to the intending honjc-bmLdcT. 

STANDARD PLANS are available in hundmb of 
dcsiKtKS suiiabtc fpr all blocks of land. They are usually 
ivaibbic rtuau slmik in any building mater Lat Each 
set of plans eontnins five etiptea wt plan and [luce 
copies at spedGcatiaiM- Fee, £7/7/-. 

We publish a new standard plan each week, 

HOME FLAN LEAFLETS available at present are 
"Ti Home Plans" and -21 Home Plans.'' Price 2/G 
each, plos 4<L postage. Inquire at ywu nearest ilutuc 
Phi imirur Ccntrc 

FREF. ADVISORY SERVICE on any aspect ol 
nbtuumi. dccQEatint;, and f o misiung your new house is 

FLANS ARE SPECIALLY PREPARED lo any 
reader's individual requirement* or design or can be 
nutdiRed rrtan any of our ttaniird plans. Fee, Cl/I/- 
pcr square. * 

MAIL ORDERS should give Ibc number o( (PC 
dcsi^ti and nbuuld state the banding material to be 
used. Please include fee. * 

Addresses of the Centres are: 

ADELAIDE; John Martini. 

BRISBANE: McWtrirtrr s. 

TOOWOOMRA; Ptgou's- 

UOBART: UtrGerald's. 

CANBERRA: Anthony Hordcms'. 

MELBOURNE AND REELONG: The Myer Em- 
porruin. 

SYDNEY: Anthony Hordemv. Also at the Master 
Builders' Bureau ^t Miranda. 



OCR DOME PLAN Kv. 654. .fcwJirW .lin*, fc„ « 
modern appearance without being too ,'xlrrnte. it is Ammm 
firrr bmilt in limber, bmt mamld took roamilr attractive ia 
other li ail ili it £ material*, such as brith aw Jibtu. 

• Yonng liouic-biiilders who wuii a Iioqm- 
I hit I is modern wilh:»ul Iseinfr t-xlrf itif W JJJ 
welcome thig coo temporary-style bnngB[vw 
because its design enBures a gtsod resale value. 

ALOW - PITCHED 
rtxif and ■•xKn-i'.c 
use of ?lass csLutiluh thr 
raodern character of the 
house. Il is one of our 
"signature" plaits by Mel- 
bourne architect F. T. 
Humphryis_ 

The ski h ii above si:i»«^ hnw 
the carport is attached lo the 
main building by extending 
th<: line- of the p-r^ola sert^'n 
inn. the carport roof_ This 
unifies the two structure* and 
widr-us thr front elevation. 

This egg-crate serpen casts 
interesting shadows, and with 
massed flowers in boxes sur- 
rmindinj! terrace makes 

the front ,gatrjen a plrasant 
place for outdoor relating. 
The closed wall uf the carport 
forms an effective windhreak. 

The shape of the building 
is. a regular rectangle, with a 
simple roof construction for 
practical economy, fts overall 
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Stamm PLAIS of the th r ee-bed t <nm d*,ign ,ham, (be rimpfc and ronrrair-nt JbtouI 
ma irirfe area, foe irfnaoiej. The MtcAen is in U-thape. Kith rink, .lore, and relH'erator 
M bettoeen capaciou. cmpl, lr ard, that hure bench u -nrking tprrre an top. A modern bar- 
counter can be utrd for informal meal: 



area is 1 1 A squares in hrirfc, 
and 10.5 squ.-ucs in timber or 
fib™. 

Eiurance In the home b 
drrecuy into die irrhig.roont, 
and opposite the frost dour ■ 
a feature, wall with bnUl-n 
planter, lids wall ronbl hr 
of none, stained limber, or 
colorful fibre glass. 

At an angfe to the fraturr 
wall is a modem liar-counter 
which is a partial divider be- 
tween Itving-rciotri and kilchcn. 
Haiing this hall-wall instead 
of a complete rtiviiion helps to 
maintain a feeling of spacious- 
tit"!* in the living-dining area. 

Wide windows on three rides 
with views of the t>ardrn com- 
plete the elimination of any 
"IxiTtuess." 

Two of the three bedrooms, 
have positions at the front 
of the house, and ronrain 
nwful built-in wardrobes. The 
third iiedroom could be con- 
verted to an additional living- 
room if required by opening 
double dnors to a rear terrace. 

Tbe, bathroom is in. a cers- 
Iral position, A corner apen- 
ing to the hall is ntiltsrd as a 
linen press. 

Approximate costs of build- 
ing th« dome wnuld be: 

In South Australia: Brick. 
£381 V limber, £3075; asbes- 
tos, £3020. 

In Queemftind: Brick, 
£4fV)5; timber. £3175; fibro, 
£3065. 

In Tasmani-i: Brick, £4625; 
timber. £3175. 

In Canberra' Brjrk, £Wn5: 
timber. £3605. 

In Victoria: Hr«-|(, £fS45; 
brick veneer, £3BJ5; timber, 
£3045; asbestos, £3955. 

In \ew South Wales: Brick. 
C(875 : timber, £3515; film*, 
£3315. 



W^F- are plannuig a 
special frit jrr ibow- 
mg homes lti.it have been 
buill to any of our staa- 
dard plaits. Readers t» 
all Stales who havr built, 
in it let ropol it.sn areas, 
homes that closely follow 
any of our iiandard de- 
signs, and would like then 
included in our supple- 
ment, should advise out 
office in their State grrimt 
serial number ot plan nscd. 
See addresses at the top 
of Page 2. 
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CHtfCOLATE CREAM PAVIAJVA. thr mimemtf *«/ f/*r main prise in thit us, A' B rrrtjH 
I'antftt, it a m^U-in-thf-tnouih Jrairrl that in ftartitutartv rood fur panict and Mprr.iai- 
orcasittn emtert aiming. Thr rrcipr is gitvn brltm. 

Glamor dessert recipe 
is £5 prizewinner 

• A recip« for a riot, cluM-olate- filled pavlovu wins I lie main prize 
in ihis week's recipe routt^t. 

r OU can vary the Orasr .in oven ilid<\ place 
flavor of this glamor a cird< " wll-frreimrd pnpcr 
dCKWrt by adding I tea- (B inrhra in ■H™*^ 



YOU can vary the Crease an men did<\ placr STUFTED BAKED LAMB 
flavor of Lhis elarnor - 1 cireir °* wcll-ensucd pnper One snail onion. 1 dessert 

spoon good shortening, 2 cup 1 
soft breadcrumbs, J teaspoon 
salt, pun}] pepper, 1 tahle- 

powdcr to the chocolate paper, build up siaVs Willi spoon cbopped parsley, I fin 
CU.ttard mixture to give a "alanrr nf mrringur to ahou! nujhiil pinoipjili , 1 honrd 
? ituhrs almvr bant". Plate in leg lamb, nira 1 Imspoon 
slow oven and liakr I J in I j sail, 1 tablespoon mrlletl but- 
hnurs, or until firm and dry. Icr, 1 teaspoon ground ginger, 
1 teaspoon Ictnou juire. 
Heat dinrtrniiit; in pan, 
rhficolatf in fjasin over hot add chopped onion and simte 
water, rno! ^tightly and spread until soil and trnder. Add 
2 Tahlrspnons ovrr rrterinptc hrr-adrrumhs, salt. pt?p|xrf, 
base- Add eg^-yolk* and parsley, and stmined pine- 
Pavlosa: Three efijps, 6a. WMrr remaining chnrnlatp, apple (reserving liquid for 
1URM-, 1 tablespoon cornflour. ,,ir " V 'T hl " wa "* r lmlil mil - la "' r ) ™ minium intn 

mrr thirkem to custard cod- lee of lamb. Sei-ure opening 
sttrtctuy; rbill. Combine ereatr*, with fine tjcrwers or roars*' 
sufjjr. and cinnamon, and thread. Brush jurfari- with 

•t "bocolat" hr; " Ul "' 1 lhirl '" l>< " JT 1,31 f ""^ a * 1 ' E in g CT . an" 1 "lelted 
1 „ C " t0 * ^ (lie ■ liomlate custard mixture butter mixrd togethei I'lacr 

1 •SS-yotas. jt-.irds cup water. • ,„ „ ■ „ , ( ... .. , s . . . 

,7 -rT mennRue ease and fold in hakmir-dish and bake in 

■.nam Mixtorr: ILdf pmi balance "into 2-3rds of the hot oven 10 to IS minutes. 

whipped rream. Pour over Combine I cup reserved pine- 
apple syrup with lemon 
juice; pour ovrr meat. Re- 

gradually add sugar, beating a drrnration and trirklc a tnrn to mnderate oven and 
little extra melted chocolate 
over top if desired. 

Fun Prin? of £5 to Mrs. A. 



on 

dide. SpTead a Jin.-thick 
pool) cofice essence or layer of meringue ovvr grras. d 



mocha flavor. 

A consolation priie of £1 

i^rdrd lor leg olbmb with R^^e't™ oven, allow ,„ 

P T» P rl ' ng ' . conl - Tr "Pare filling Melt 

All spoon measurements are 

level. 

CHfHXJLATE CREAM 
PAVLOVA 



2 teaspoons vinegar, 1 teaspoon 

fln nain ^ 

Chocoble Cnslard: Six 



cream, j cup sugar, | Irasjjoon 

chm * mon - rhocolatr Uycr. Spoon re- 

Ikat r^-v. bites attffly, maininj; rream in centre as 



well alter each addition. Con- 
UTlne beating until oiijujirc is 
snmoth and holds its shape, 
then fold in corallour, rinna- 



i-outinuf bakino, allowing 25 
minutes per pound of meat. 
Baste orcaaionally during 



niun, and vinegar; mix well. Horsham, Vic. 



FAMILY DISH 

f HE combined flavors of pineapple and orange add 
piquant flavor to thin week's family dish, which 
costs approximately 4/9 and serves live or six. 
FRUITED TAPIOCA CREAM 
Half cup tapioca, 1 cop water, pmrh sait, } enp 
i cap piurapplr syrup (from tinned pine- 



Eaele, 27 S n—ynid i Asss, eookini?. Serve with potatoes 



and ereen peas. 

CoRsntation Prize of £1 to 
Mrs. F. Snlhcn, Mclean St., 
North Ipswich, QUI. 



■ \ • . • t J r i™«u J" I" 

app«), extra I cup water, 1 cop orange joice. juice 

* 1 small lemon, I peeled orange, I enp turnril pine- 
apple pieces, 3 tablespoons coconut ((oaslcd if 
desired). 

Place tapioca, water, and salt in saurepan and 
Cook gently, stirring frequently until tapioca absorbs 
water and becomes transparent. Add sugar, pine- 
apple syrup, and extra water. Stir and .rook further 

♦ or 5 minutes Remove from heat, vtir in orange 
and lemon juices, cool. Stir <K-rasionally while cool- 
infi- Wheo almost cold, fold ha drained pineapple 
pores (which hove been cut finely) ami orange 
«erticm» cm into small dice. Spoon into serving-dish, 
'prt.lklr top with coconut. Serve well ,-liiTleri with 
cream or ire-cnam. 
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New boot for cooks 

J^BSIGK£0 for young and 
busy hoiucrwive^ **Thir 
Cook'* Handbook, rw<*ntly 
publissbrd by thr NSW. 
SctCliOty for Crippled ChiLdrrn. 
rontaunai murh pmc t ir a] i nipt - 
■TOition about food and 
**ry, ai weJI m 2f>8 inirrarctng 

Tht iwrpcai mrludr aTI ivpei 
of dfihn and ar? rrnTMjmical. 
limplp, and msv to follow, 
Most of them could he turd 
n thf bavta for nMirr rhilwrate 
di«h«. 

The book coat* and can 
be nhrainrd by writing direct 
to Tbr Tfa-miikcr*' Cltth. r fa 
Thr jV.S.W. Sorirtv for 
Crinplc-d Childrrn, Box ^5+5. 
I. I'H., Sydney 

AIT prorrrdi of thr bonk will 
hr used to iKisf cripplrd rhil- 
dnrti 



Continuing . . . 

Nora, And a frilly drttuiiug jac- 
ket for Aunl May. bid wax 
amazed at how fdr PrgRy nude 
his rounry go. 

How he longed lo buy nom?- 
thing for V'-g-ry herarlf , but 
how could hr? Hr wa» far loo 
shy. He guJp&i. and put bu 
wallet away, but be did »«n>- 
iihmi up cournifr to say: "Let's 
t*o in bene and have h drink 
before w« go hack." 

They ial in a kIjak winlnr- 
q.ird«:n iixitmy nut on the rju~- 
dmi and the tfrracci all mrurd 
up with unwanted idow. 

"Uo you like u here i* 1 ' lan 
tikrd her. She shook her head. 

"Not much; but, you see, I 
4tn ■ poor .-.I: I havr to work. 
L.'id where they tend roe." 

The Commodore wa« on 
ihrjB before they knew what 
was happen ruR. He, too, had 
been Chrisuziai shopping. He 

r 1 four <£r pnrccb, 
which Ian't imtinct at once 
tnld hint ecatamHl cii'-- for 
AunLt I.tnra, Nor*i, and May, 
and (or Pcpijy ilrowi ■ . 

*'How nice to find surname 
here to pipe me aboard," said 
the Commodore. "The drinks 
are on me? Now, what will 
you have?" 

Ian settled* for a gin and 
French , but Pefyry said tbe munt 
be going. "I've a job to fin- 
ish,' 1 she said. She smiled at 
them and drifted away. 

"That 3 ! a nice girl r " said 
thr Cormnodore thoughtfulty. 
"Nirest girl Tvc met for wme 
time. A chap gels sick of the 
luo highly scented synthetic 
nnmben one runs acmes out 
here. Snacks to be eaten a 1 
thr bar. standtng t what? — but 
not to be considered for a regu- 
kir diet. Ha, ha. ha!" 

He gave lan T s Ihin iboulders 
such a hearty whack that it set 
him spluttering, 

"You must come up and have 
a look at my little place. Nice 
little place. Lovely viewv 
Every mod. tan., but it neexis a 
woman's toucb. Decent twitn- 
ming^poo!, but not much Rood 
in this weather. 1 if rfiurve. Do 
you play squaafa? Fine! 1 
have to take quite a bit of 
exercise to keep the old turn 
in cheek, don't you know. We 
mnM have a game one of these 
dnys~ t1 Hr gave lan a playful 
poke. 

"In which ships did you 
tcrvt, sir?" Ian asked, steering 
the talk into manr congenial 
channels. But they were joined 
by a redhead called Myra, and 
ruirr .ik-.tin ihr qucatimi wmm 
unanswrred. 

Just as he thought, three of 
the parrels were for hix auntfi. 
Tfa try arrived upstairs in the 
aiiaument that evening, all the 
same size. 

The large One was obviously 
being krpl for Peggy. GJoomJIy 
lyn mediuitcd an it. It was 
obvious thai the C'nmni.Mlore 
had a mass of money, but 
where did he get it? Sailors, 
rvrn sailors with the V.C., are 
seldom wealthy, and if they 
are, they have acnunulaled 
ihrir money by other channels, 
and not the sea. fan's own 
nii.hr r had been a sailor, fie 
had been a V.C*., but no great 
sums of cash had accrued in 
h tm the rcf rom, and lie had 
died a very poor man. 



Lonely Bachelor 



The aunt* forgot their diet 
on Clbrirtmai Day. Indeed, it 
n-rnicd to Ian, watching them, 
they were making up for the 
CStlMf ihrre hundred and jfott* 
four duyi that bad passed in 
irlf-denial. Thr hotel draiied 
1 hem nn thing. 'ITie Conuno- 
dorr became very hearty and 
read the cracker monoet into 
Peggy's ear in a rich baritone 
The aunts became flushed. 

Then the Commndore, rising 
lo his I it 1 held up his glass. 

"The Queen, Clod bless her," 
tn- sjkiii unrtuously. 

Ian drank the toast, wonder- 
ing what made him hnve an 
overpowering desire to brain 
the Commodore with a water 
carafe He tried to harden 
hi* heart- He thought fondly 
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of his ship and the wide-open 
spaeci, and u>ld himself that 
hr would fume l Pr^KV as khjd 
as this leave was over. Therr 
liad been other girls here and 
there (snacks to he eaten stand- 
ing, as the Commodore said). 
He had iiuiMHten them He 
would forget again. But his 
heart said no. 

At ten-thirty diry prepared 
for the drive downtown. As 
he waited m die gold, silver, 
and nou,eat hall Ian saw his 
Aunt May approaching. She 
looked pale. 

"Dear, I am afraid we sfesflj 
have to cry ofT. Your Aunt 
Laura is not very well. Her 
heart, I fear," lan's guess was 
that it was a different part of 
her anatomy that had been 
affected, hut he (aid notliing. 

"Nora is also feeling a little 
overtired," Aunt May con- 
tinued, "and I do not think t 
ought to leave them," 

Pejnry -ippe:ired. She wore 
a red coat thai had a hood 
which iihc pulled U p over her 
head. Ion cleared his throat 
and broke the nrws. 

"Bui you'll come, won't 
you?" she said. 

L *Do you want me to?" 

"Yex, p!i::i-.r 

1 J c remembered something. 
In the Hitling-room thr aunts 
had hung their stockings, two 
very I urge, one medium. He 



had fij ! rd fan's heart for a 
moment was cruelly shattered. 

Thr Commodore hissed in his 
ear, "I say, oid clup, you don't 
mind skrxladdling, do you? 
Making yourself scarce? 1 have 
i reason." 

"Of course," said Ian irtly. 
I', any ease, I wtndd like the 
walk back." 

The Clurisimas moon hung 
larce and pale in the sky. turn- 
ing the landscape into an CX* 
pensive Chriatriuu card. The 
snow was IrCRinin^ tu disappear 
off roofs and trees, and the 
stars looked very large and 
near. Ian tried vrrv hard mil 
to think of Peggy, and how 
nice it would be for her to he 
so rich, after bring so poor. 
But M-mehfiw he got scant ante 
tort from these elevated 
though tj. 

He was still miserable when 
he readied the foot of the steps 
that went in a steep climb up 
to the eartus gardens in whirh, 
their hotel stood. And coming 
swifdy towards him he per- 
ceived what at first he look to 
be ft flying saucer. Surely not? 
he thought Waiting until it 
reached him, he. put out a foot 
to stop it. 

It lmrst t and shed inoculates 
in every direction. Immense* 
luxurious, expensive: liqueur, 
chocolates in wrappings of gold 
and silver, crimson, and blue. 
The cold evening air was filled 
with ihr rirb aroma of crrme 




"jVosc mutembiwt You. and Barry must hring all lh* 
vhildr*n and rom* and visit- — Good ht-a r**n n. mhar mm I 
surriw^?" 



would have to fill them now 
or the old guru, would be bit- 
trrly disappointed. 

' M she laughs at me," 
thought lan. rl shall not be 
able to bear it.** But she did 
not laugh. 

"I'll help vou." she said. Side 
by side (hey stood packing the 
presents in. The Lrcrnimodore's 
luxurious parrels were too 
large, and stood on the floor. 

"Poor old sweets," said 
Peggy softly "1 suppose the 
only real fun they ever had was 
when they were children, so 
they cling to it To be old, 
and tn havr missed everything, 
is pretty sad." 

"They don't think they have 
missed everything," hr said. 

"Thai jnakea it sadder still,'' 
said Peggy. 

Then the Commodore was 
somewhere around^ crying: 
"Avasi there? Nobody around 
to pipe mr* aboard ?" 

In the church the candles 
glowed. Boys' voices rose sing- 
ing old French Christmas carols 
all amongst the flowers and the 
kbidly fates nf frimdly looking 
saints. 

lan thought of his ship, and 
how soon he would be back 
t board. He thought of the 
fog of lolwri i» snmkr \\k the 
1 hap* sat round the dinner- 
table, swapping holiday yarns. 
Those who bad had bogus 
C briitmaAes would be noisy 
iind g:iy. and glad to get back. 
Tltuse who had spent it with 
their own families would be 
quiet ami depressed. He 
thought nf ihrs>r things to |ire- 
vrn t hi* thinking or Peggy so 
clow 10 him thai as they knelt 
together t h c t r nhoulders 
touched. 

It was as they came out of 
the rhurrh thai the peace that 



de menthe, prunellc bene die- 
tine, and Cointreau. 

Then he saw Peggy . . . 

She was sumding at the top 
of the steps, and she was crying. 
Her scarlet hood had fallen 
back, and the mounlight shone 
on Iter sof t hair I I i - fi rs 1 
thought was that she had 
drufjiied her expensive gift and 
was cry in y about it, and before 
he knew what he was about he 
had his urin round hrr -Hid waa 
saying hoarsely; "Dear Peggy, 
don't cry, l'IJ buy yuu an- 
other. 1 * 

"Don't you dare!" she said, 
"f dirin't drup it. 1 kicked it. 
You lri\ me alone with him, 
and he tried to kisx me." 

•■"Hui, Peggy. 1 thought vou 
liked him All th:n money, 
and then . . 

"1 don't like him," she said 
fiercely. "1 like ifailorc. Sailors 
who pay no attention to me 
except to look at me a> if 1 
were a mouse-'' 

"But Peggy, darling Peggy, 
hr is a sailor." 

"Do you know the only battle 
he ever fought in? The film 
version of some engagement in 
the First World War, and it 
wenr to his bead so that he 
really believe* he is a hero. 
Tins is the age we belong to. 
People prefer the bogus to the 
rexl- Only I don'L" 

She pulled his handkerchief 
nut of his ptH ket and wiped her 
eyes with it- 

"Oh, Peggy, darling!" He 
drew her into the shadow of a 
cactus, and kissed her, and in 
that moment it seemed lo him 
thr loveliest plant in the world! 
His three aunts were going to 
have toene thing to say, of 
course, but now he didn't care. 



(C^yriRht) 
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CACTI: A PLACE IN THE SUN 




• Cacti are the camels of ihe 
garden. They can go without 
water for long periods, and the 
hotter ami drier it is the belter 
they seem to grow. 

TRUE, they require very well-drained .soil thai 
contains a lot of .sand, but best results are 
achieved in sandy loams that have been built 
up with $0fne humus or rotted vegetable matter. 

Virure Ijjis provided (hem, boweveTi with various 
kinds of vtonft vessels to Hold nutriment and water 
nn which thry ran live during; ihr long dry pcriodi 
that omit an their native habitats. 

Small raeti grow well in pots, troughs, dishes, 
hours, and in (he open, and there -ire some lovely 
varieties the flowers of which rival the moat beautiful 
orchid. Some .ire day- flowering, and Other* bloom 
only .it nit;ht. 

Many are climbers, some arc columnar and gfow 
to enormous propor rioiis., and Oth en Ratiish, gjohii- 
her, or trailing. There are 1 varieties suitable for 
rocitpries glasshouse, lathhouse. and bush-house cul- 
ture, ami of rnol dimatr, ?ub-tropical and ironical 
origin. 

Watering -i hi be done carefully to many cacti* 

particularly those with depressed crowns, where the 
water can aland and cause burning on hot days, m 
I he development of rot diseases. A good rule is *o 
keep die soil mrji« round cacti but never MrtM This 
applii'.i mainly to the flnu-prinp nnd growing season, 
hut after thai, tittle water should be £iven. 




tVCOCACntS TRl IXC4TUS. or Christmas tarsus 
e* a numitrni that flwnven in AiiMtmlin in midtpinfef- 
HtiH tf) t-etr r? rlntn r n Moo m j and noft. tpinrle** 
havm* Makes a fine pat plant for (he htmsv. Cutting* 
root <ea*ity in moi»t awit 0/ a limy itnture. 



U I Ay T t**; ni diVewerr in mnrff in ctu* cacti* which 
grim to 2tf/f. or m*m>. Thry arc no fire* of 
Mexico, iprcnj rapidly, and Mhauld It t - usvd nitty 
in bifr jarri>»i — and then for bm kgraumU* 



IJ'ii'fi\LLi!M, or orrhSH enr/uj. grow* wit 
in pot*, imt tiKfda gtnui flr-fiiriEMZP nnd hrttken 
Ktttilittht. i/ittir, K 3 xhtmld bf rrifiWrd j*i dry 
rtl the rnd* far whi,- day* befttrr pluntinf. 
Vmmn are ffd. M-artr-f, pink, and white. 
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4ltOVF: : ,Vt*i« Cnctu* (fish*) anil the EtkblO 
^t ^ uM prarumben* (left) with tnatfcnra flmee-r. 
Bath 'hear Htrfcffep are fffe^rtm ing types and 
«fp entity rntth«utrd in pott ih fail ^Mttthinr. 



APGROCACTVX F LAGEL fJFORMIS (mi-tart 
tV Khiplamh caerux). right, which grntes welt 
in IfWj) paim or batkft* fwllnl with roar*? tatid. 
lt*aj mould, and lonnty titif. 1 hrivrt in JiU/inv 
WW**! find nr-rdx Hber-at trnli-fine in Mirminr. 
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<ast - Minute 



• Here arc three pretty ideas for 
Christmas presents in basket* that 
can he put together hi next to no 
time. These Ixn^kelss contain cookies, 
toffee, and flowers, but pre- 
serves, ml Ik, mince, or frail: ran 
be Usee! juwt as effectively. 




B4SKKT-TRAY with a melerlinn of drliriomm hnmr mnrfc 
n mftirg rnmsltmg to he text off U thallam and prrtcitv ihmmaJ 
The initr*rtioni far making the cookie* are on the turd that 
u lird In thr handle- tith a red haw. 7 hit U a nice touch- 



CHRISTMAS COOKIES 

A BASKET-TRAY of home-made cookies like that 
above will be warmly received by your friends, 
especially if you send the cookie recipe along with it. 
Write the recipe in red ink on a white label 
and attach it to the handle of the basket with 
a red ribbon. 

Choose a shallow basket (hat can be used for 
serving cake* and biscuits lairr on. 

This recipe, for Christmas cookies mikes about a 
(tun. Increase the quantities if required. 

Rub 2oz. butter into 3oz. Hour, stir in lioz. castor sugar. 
Mii la a finn dough with just over half au egg- yolk. Roll out 
thinly and cut into fanry chapes. Lay rookies on greased 
bakiiift-flherts. cook in moderate oven for about 12 minutes. 
Coot 00 cake rack. Decorate with cherries and other cake 
derora lions. 



PLANTS IN BLOOM 

'THE cWniing basket uf flowers below will give 
pleasure king after its Christmas Libel has gone. 
For a basket of Howe** thai will last, rhw.w die 
swri*( and pretty Afrkan violet plant in bloom and 
park it in a fimall hasket that lias been lined with 
silvnT foil. 

Tie a perky bow of ribbon thr samr color as 
the violets on top of the handle and the r»Lfi will be 
one of die most attractive under Lht Christmas tree. 





4w4\ tmA very feminine U this flmol batJtri rdn- 
taintHg an African tstalrl plant. lt*M m Miifr iu**-u to 
yottr XBrdrniiLX ticili by *rndirtfi a pUutl *T M 
ftrrtty bunch of fltwcTw front yomr men garden. 



BATCH OF HOMF.MADE TOFFEE make, . bumper pnek- 
age towd into I hi. p*eUy hmtkeu The hamkel u mown is 
•hauVr* of mauve, blark, tmraMtdie, white, tmd r-I'mw The 
fhiny trapping. ,,„ the taffm are red, Mb-, mnd 'pwn. 



FOR A SWEET TOOTH 

GAILY colored basket filled with home-made 
luffcc for the sweet-tooth members of the fami'lv 
is shown above. Here is the recipe: 

Two pounds sugar. 1 cup water, 1 dessertspoon vinegar, t 

dessertspoon butter. 

Place the sugar, water, and vinegar into a saucepan, 
bring to thr boil slowly, stirring occasionally until die 
sugar is dissolved. Do not stir afler the sugar reaches 
boiling point, Cook steadily to 310 deg. F., or until ii is lie 
color of honey. Add the butter, allow it 10 mcll, stir gently 
once or twice to mil the butter evenly (too much stirring 
causes crystallisation). Pour into a greased tin and set m a 
cool place. Whole or chopped nuts can be sprinkled on top 
nf the toffee if liked. 




CHECK perspiration.. 
STOP odour 24 hours! 

Yes. Tart Deodorant checks perspiration instantly ! For there's a miracle anti- 
pcrspirant in Tad that's not round in any other deodorant. Tact prevents 
odour (or a full 24 hours . . . actually destroys the bacteria that cause odour. 
Yet Tact k safe for uorrmd skin harmless to clothes. Dries instantly. 
Get Tact loday — use it daily for personal freshness. 



Tact 



DEODORANT 



TI'Bi: l fi • J AR S/9 • SPRAY •> h • STICK 3 I ' 



Tact for you in more ways than one 






CREAM 



SPRAY 



SWIVEL 
STICK 
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• *'£II0(jVG -I.VVIJ T.RSARV. a tinner party for Iw. U pictured abma. 
Arranged by Mn. Colin Sfrlrr, ifcfi letting featurn a hand-painted Limoget 
china dinner merrier 4Uirf /4m£rt£jm tilrrr entlery. The mulberry linen 
eioth it m per feet iail tar htue and tnamre hvdrartmenr in n si/rcr /kwJ. 




• These six lovely table settings arranged by well-known 
Queensland hostesses for an exhibition in Brisbane are widely 
different in period and style. They range from a table 

featuring 16th-century napery and early English ironstone 
plates to rattan covers and wooden platters for a buffet at 

the seaside. At the top of the opposite page is a replica of - 
the table setting at a dinner party for the Qaeen Mother 

when she stayed overnight at the home of the Misses Una, 
Aileen, and Enid Bell at Coochin Coochin, Boonah. The 

exhibition was in aid of the new Art Gallery Building Fund. 




grout lakelid-e 
(made mith a miierr 

ndver hanked with 
fresh Mr*- 
Lionel « i t k a 1 1 ■ 
added dromon tmcU 
mnd inowy thopUielu 
la the tnhietop of 
white. 
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• FAMILY HEIRLOOM eryilal in tbit mafttifiri-nt netting 
trot uied by Ihe Quern Mother tohtn the koi the sunt of the 
iiiurt F'na, Alleen. and Enid Bell at their fammit old horns' 
stood at Baanuh. Queeniland. early thii year. Alio on the 
Boral table mere the Bohemian minis flat hotel and llfoer 
candelabra, which harp been in the Bell family for 200 year*. 
Bletndinjt well teith their heirloami are the modern air tieitt 
chawpafinc flames and lurauoite mall ipilh white irvrullt 
in flight madr by ihr Miiiei Hrli'i niece, Miu Diana Bell. 



mplil 
the 



• GOLD CO 4ST buffer luncheon 
(above) create* a holiday mood, 
Hr*. Arthur Wade uiei 
bamboo btindi to cover . 
'afclr, ,»„/ tropical platui at 
background for the mena, 
•ahich includei o bowl of mud 
cra6l am} , a nd erabt, lalad, 
fruit, mini te„, a „d coat drink,. 



• A.STIQVE SBTTWC Cri«fci> 
hr Mini Crcitia McJS'ally features 
J bth-ccrwtvrj napkinn on an 
18th -century Pembroke table. 
Other 1 8th -cen tttrr piece* art* 
ihr' Dresde, n candaiabru m u n d 
Botid wilrer eutlery. Plate j ar« 
early English ironstone. 
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Continuing .... 

Pin a Rose on Me 



decide about Mr. Burton's 
ufTer, won't you?" 
i The London train rarli »ud- 
iJmly round thr brj.ding tfjck 
llike a iov crocodile. Us beatJ- 
lighti j. pair of gleaming cyci 
I hearing tf own on in in the 
fast-fadine light- Duffle-coated 
;bt>y itirlu out green rlu-ek for 
twerd mmher tn perk and we 
iliinl' into the train. 

Suddenly it ia a new world. 
Gortc are the lurpriwd sbrru, 
lhe golden treei, the gcnllr 
hilli, chr* hrm»n i-Sr-i iu;ijiuir 
hrap*. thr burnished hedgei, 
the moleskin ihutrrh on pink- 
wiuhed Iarmi> and thr narrow 
whirr roads In their i I >re 
men in L on don mils, bowlri' 
huti, And tightly rolled uin- 
brtlUi ait the racks. The i:ar- 
riA^r heavy with pair prey to- 
b.ttfo smoke 

"Excuse me. I'm sorry." 

"Allow me to put it up for 
you. What a goad .little jog!' ,, 

The train nishrM through the 
dnrlr. The psissengcn settle he- 
hind their hook.t antf news- 
pa pen, leg* out, Soon they 
are nil <Hrcp Snmr rf thtir 
hradf droop to one side, other s 
jerk down to their ehesuv a 
wpm.in by the dour 11™ in com- 
plete abandon — her head 
thrown back, her open mouth 
A drtrk. deep Lunncl. Now her 
smart ulothei have < rumbled, 
her jrweli f;«Jc. and sleep shows 
her as the really b — a tired-out. 
old rtxtj doll. 

People asleep Are on| v 
drmed-up forms, vulnerable, 
unreal. Dor tori. journnlijift. 
.litmvi; p^yrhiatriiti, portmcn, 
comijosen, and num. It is rude 
lo look. One trinj to read or 
•ee out 01 (he fa^blnlchcd 
window. 



AIRMAIL letter from 
the J's on hall tahk 
when I get back. 

"Have chartered a yacht in 
Atgean waters. Will you join 
111? Have imkr.i Hairy, too 
Please contact him ahout jour- 
nry. Meet ul in Athens. Cable 
reply." 

Cable: "Buying yachLinu 
cap." 

Ring Harry's office •,. dj,. 
cuu journey. Haven't seen 
Harry lor yean. Remember 
hira ni "out tu dinner man/' 
awe - inspiring, good talker, 
scholar, excessively tall, hand- 
made shoes, black Foreign Of- 
W* hat. straight dor*, free, 
rrora mm, bumps, or hairs in 
nostrils, surprised staring eyes, 
and ,1 mmiih that has triumphed 
uiuier iu moustache; a man im- 
paticni with Pollution aI1< j 
idioti. callous, humorous, fat- 
lidioui, j collector of Eliza- 
bethan rduiical instruments, on 
lime 10 the half-minute Not 
at all kind of man lo he lirk on 
m in aeroplane, 

Hu voire ii cracked, tirtd 
lorn, and on our note il 
Sounds as if he were .peaking 
Irom some lar-off official ave 
A hdnt irnr || ^ H . Jtwen j' 
shrimps, and ,c.ft-j|„.ll ,.,. lhl 
"rpi Through the receiver I 
1 imturuir I hear the , w j„ 0 o( 
waves a, tbrv ri,«h agaiMt 

*w y ' w'^ k ri>rtl ' ln<) «" 
KJimr Maidem on hi. knee 

"Th.ii b fun." he lay. "So 
Jong jinrr we mel." 

Kini; travel a S enc>- and in- 
quire about tra \uvase on mv 
own ■\hc? nya boat, mfrr. 
lurnt. unfomlort.ihle. uncer- 
tain, Fxpensivr. 

Dwide io ritk Harry an d 
arroplane 

Marry arriv™ to drive mr to 
the airport It it too earlv to 
•mile, bin hit Mjfi, brow» hai 
u fra»itirinir and hii ii„„„„.. h<- 
leu tuff than unual Hr Kern, 
nnppv and plea«rd to B o. t am 
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neither, and 1 can't think why 
I am .-"tntf Have been up 
since five, leaving noinij wa.h- 
ins. feeling nick, and lighting 
lurk the desire ■■> get back into 
hrJ and pull lhe bedclolhc! 
over lhe whole affair 

Murli-travcllril Iriend with 
Ikh of blue pilll aid, "Tube 
two before starting, two more 
four hourj Uter if nrcewary. 
and you won't care il it *nuws.'" 
Took two at six with long gifts* 
of health laJu. By the time 
Harry arrives feel light-headed 
and .1 tittle mad Marry doesn't 
look frightened or frightening. 
I low lull he is and how clever. 
How flevrr it i. ol him to be 
clever and tuil; moat people 
i.iii only manage one. 

He lays he had bacon and 
egg and tea at aevrn and we'll 
have anotJier brrakfasl on the 
plane. 

Hu far warm arid rcay like 
moving padded evil; the back 
of his chauffeur's neck red and 
rugged like Devon rliffs. Hear 
his voice droning beside mc, 
and drop off. 

By the time we get to the 
airport I have dipped over to 
his side of The car and wake 
with a jerk to find head on his 
shoulder. Can't think how it 
gat there. 1 hardly know him. 
It must he the blue pills. Even 
so, it can't he right. 

Apologise and tlidr kirk to 
own corner, blow nose, and 
swallow haTd; try 'to hold 
hrealh. 

Tliis brings on convulsions 
and I can't find my lAsWy, 
which I musl have kicked off 
while asleep. They musl be 
tinder rug. unless 1 threw them 
out of the window itudrr the 
influence of the drug. 

Airport shiny, contemporary 
like luxury liner. You can send 
telegrams, night letters, c^hles. 
have your hair washed, order 
theatre tickets, buv yourself 
orchids, scent, sweets, cigars, 
and chocolates, get hrcakja.it. 
lunch, tea, dinner, and go to 
the lovely ladies' rooms, which 
are silver and glossy. 

Moving stairways carry your 
gage away through square 
holes in the walls. There is 
something final about seeing 
ycHir suitcases- disappear. It is 
as il one had burnt one ) boats 
Thrrr is no going track 
Harry's is over weight. Our 
Sight number is called, hut I 
am in lovely, silver Eadies' 
room on top floor Bcaulitu], 
platinum, grounded air hostess 
mouths through china -doll 
msike-up that my huihand is 
waiting and that I must hurry. 
Can't explain that hr isn't mv 
husband. Iluit I know him only 
'lightly, or thai I am a widow 
full of blur pills going lo 
Greece to meet American 
friends. 

Hurry looka shocked that I 
should hr late, but I don't mind 
anvthing any uinic, 1 don t 
wind if he frowns or shouts, 1 
wouldn't mind if he hit me. 
My whole world has become 
a soft, pale blue lare iheouijti 
which I float with ease und ». !(■ 
assurance. Somewhere there is 
a genile ihi'iimming in my 
• Innjlrlrr hlades. I am an angel 
about to Like off. 

Harry uiyi he feels 'as 
though hr were eloping." 1 
expect he hai seen my wings. 

The plane is only about fifty 
yards away from the building, 
but because we ore so rich and 
brave and going to Athens we 
are helped inui a hu» whilfi 
luss only just time to change 
gear brlore we are alongside 
the place. 

Step tightly up gangway as 
though I diil il four limes • 
day. Why should one mind 
about an aeroplane? What in 
an .emplane? A bagatelle. 
What is a bagatelle? Harry 

To page 43 



; fTTHF.Rh'S an old rhyrnc 
; I that begins, "Christ- 
[ mas is corning, the gecsc 
| arc getting fat . . ." 

They aren't the only ones. 

Christinas is the time when 
just about everybody cats tuo 
murh. It's fattily easy. 

Consider the traditional 
Chrislmas dinner . . . 

You have rcvilalistal a (pos- 
sibly) Hagjting appetite with a 
cocktail or two a dry mar- 
tini (IfJO calories), brandy 
crmta {'IWi, Scotch whisky 
{85), a glass of beer (175), oi 
a sherry (85)- 

Then you plough your way 
through, say, two slices of tur- 
key (200 calories) with lash- 
ings of bread sauce ( 1 00 J, and 
fatty ham (250), or chicken 
(200), or duck (250). 

Also piled on the. plate is a 
generous helping of potato 
(baked, 250), peas (110). or 
beans (25). 

Next there's plum pudding 
with brandy sauce attcf ice- 
cream (about 500). 

Lastly, black coffee. And 
perhaps a few of those little 
mince pien (120 each). 

All that could add up to 
2000 calories — without second 
helpings or rcfiJls. 

WE are. going tu appease 
our guilty conscience by de- 
voting Boxing Day to pain- 
lessly doing' some good tn our 
shape. 

WE are going to restrict 
ourselves lo fruit and fruit and 
fruit juices AL1. DAY, and 
Leave the rest of tile plum 
pudding for someone else. 

We'll Ire slick thicks — nnt 
obe«* gr-ese. 

Tea-towels 
gone gay 

W7HAT sr c your hobbies? 

Collecting; old china? 
Growing cacti? Fishing? Fol- 
lowing the Zodiac? 

All these subjects today in- 
spire designs in an unlikely 
medium — the once-htiiuble tea- 
towel, 

[l is almost impossible this 
Christmas to buy a simple 
striped tea-towel. But who 
would want to when lor the 
same price rowels are selling 
witli such rxntic names as 
"Tropic-ana," "At Fresco," 
and "Around the World." 

"Collectors" Pride" is not a 
racehoTse; it is the name of a 
fascinating tea-lowc) printed 
with a 17th-century Wedg- 
wood vase. Chelsea teapot, 
Staffordshire cat. and other 
collectors' items, all labelled 
and aulhr-ntically reproduced. 

One Sydney s|ore has prin- 
ted a losvcl called "Old Colon- 
ial." The early Australian 
print shows their own shop in 
the "eighties! 

Salad bowls of 
scented wood 

CHRISTMAS 

presents with 
a re.i| Australian seen! in 
Sydney shops this year are 
hand-carved salad dUhcs and 
bowls in camphor-laurel wood, 
which has a distimtive grain 
and a delicate camphor scent. 

They're the work of Otto 
Sc.huenemann, 72 - year - old 
German who was nn export 
merchant in Persia for many 
years before coming to Austra- 
lia in 1939. 

His wife il also Euiy fen- 
tributiug lo an Australian 
Christmas^ — painting the wild 
flannel flowers and bushes that 
grow around their house in 
Grevillea Crescent, Hornsby. 



Worth Reporting 




"He gure (lie mv efioiee beliceen furniturr and a far 
eofll/" 



pRINCESS ALEXANDRA, 
soon due in Qutcnsiand on 
her first uffieial J? rival four, is 
a ilot-marhine atidift. On a 
recent v\sit to Madame Tut- 
snui/'i /amour ivaxtnnrkr lhe 
sneaked nff to the amutrment 
areudt •<]! the main hall, where 
the invested 5/- worth of 
pennies. Her favorite? A 
maehine labelled "Rornance 
Comci to Those Who Have 

rrr 



Tales by 
Tamara 



I'AMARA TCIHNAROVA, 
the Russian b:i Henna in 
process of divorcr from Aus- 
tralian film star Peler Finch, ij 
lea tu red in the exclusive l^in- 
don "Observer's" Christmas 
Literary Supplement, 

"The Little rung," written 
by Tamara and Hector Cam- 
eron, and published by Angu. 
and Robertson, is "an engag- 
ing retelling of traditional tales 
from Russia, France, and The 
Arabian F-ast," says the "Oli- 
servcr." 

Tamara learnt many of The 
tales as a child, often tells 
ihem lu het daughter Anita. 

hollo's double 
coming here 

CHRISTMAS arrivals in 
Australia include a girl 
who is frequently billed as 
Gina 1 -otlobriffidu'* double, 20- 
yrar-old Ij-Hlilon actress 
Yvonne Warren. 

On a business honeymoon 
with her songwriter husband, 
Leslie Bricusse, she says: 
"We've only got single tickets 
because we couldn't afford re- 
turns." 

Yvonne made the hradlinej 
when she lost her £600 en- 
gagement ring on the nighi 
she announced her engage- 
ment. 

I-ater she acquired a family 
heirloom as a gifl from Bra 
Lillie (Lady Peel) when Les- 
lie was Miss I.illie's leading 
man in "An F.veuing with 
Beatrice Lillie." 

Ii'a a hean-shaped crystal 
pendant with a diamond and 
pearl crown and it once be- 
longed to Sir Robert Peel, 
who founded the famous Lon- 
don "bobbies." 

Yvonne hopes to do some 
TV work in Australia, while 
Leslie is planning a musical 
with an Australian 
inroiind- 



Diana hlinhed— 
and missed him 

AUSTRALIA S rru.*1 puuti- 
(-ised young - imn - ROOU t - 
Londmi, ""Deb's Delight" 
Charles Mat-Arthur Hardy 
(now over 30 and goiti£ grey), 
arriyed at | 3^ond$n premiere 
Fast week wilh Dixuiii Durs — 
to Ace hirnjcelz cm thr if re en. 

Thr film, "Behind the 
Mask,* 1 stats Michael Red- 
grave. 

Before the opening Charles 
had bftTi busy telling j]| his 
friend* how he rame in be in 
it: "I just happened lo be at 
I h«" ilticlit) lunching w ilh a 
producer friend, and they 
found they were short of a 
mediial slutlcnt. So wutrh for 
rue whc.n J appear." 

After lhe premiere, Charles 
was silrnr. Siiirl Miss Dors: "T 
musl have blinked — T missed 
him. M 

At 70, still 
going strong 

(jNE of ivartime'i mubl popu- 
lar visitors to Australia 
was Admiral Sir Bruce Fr.is.rr, 
RN, commander ol the Brit- 
ish Pacific Fleet. 

Now Admiral of lhe Fleet, 
Li.ird Fnisrr oi North Cape 
will gn to sea again at the age 
of 70. 

Recently Prime Philip asked 
him to join the Royal yacht 
Britannia for the cruise to 
India. Pakistan, Singapore, 
and Hongkong. 

"I told tile Prim e that I was 
too old to go to sea again — 
but as he is an old shipmate 
d! mine I could hardly re- 
fuse," said l.«rd FrsseT, 

Although he has reached the 
"grand old man" stage, Lord 
Fraser is extremely popular 
with The liritish Press. 

In recent years he has been 
game for most things, includ- 
ing a ride on an ostrich. ( "The 
thing to know is when to fall 
utf," he explained afterwurds.) 

He has also been photo- 
graphed k issing a film star, 
dancing with a blond holies 
Bergen danrer, and tripping 
lightly through a South Afri- 
can folk-dance wearing his 
trousers rolled up and his coat 
inside-nut, 

* * * 

QUEUE'S a familiar lout: ta 
the Christmas cards that 
Chips and Qurntin Raffrrty 
have sent nut. Quentin made 
them herself from doiens of 
the May 21 ititic of The Aus- 
tralian Wnmen'j Wttklf, which 
featured the Raffrrtys* home 
on Pistwater, near Sydney. 



The kids did 
it themselves 

^ "KIDS' CAMPAIGN,' 
after five years' hard work, 
has resulted in a big three- 
pool swim centre which was 
opened recently by Prime 
Minister Meraies at Onklrigh, 
Victoria. 

The children of Oakleigh 
first asked local Parliamentary 
member V'. J. Uoubc lo sup- 
port their petition for a pool, 
barking the petition isith 
money they had raised them- 
selves. 

Soon their parents joined in 
and Oakteigh Council and the 
Siaie Government promisee! 
support. 

The kids allotted each sireel 
in Oakleigh to a captain vsho 
organised his or her own learn 
to run salvage collections and 
Stalls, 

Last month ihey held a Sal- 
vage Saturday, collecting 
73,600 beer bottles, which 
earned rhem €256. and HKHl 
tyres, which brought in £100, 

Children also organised 12 
wayside stalls, which nened 
£217. 

So far they've raised marls 
£10,000 towards the £1)2,000 
cost. 

The splash pool lor toddlers, 
the bigger poo] lor sub-teen- 
agers, and the Olympic stan- 
dard pool arr .surrciuntl.il lo 
parklands with chairs and 
picnic tables sei under the 
trees. 

Within a radius of two miles 
there are 20 schools wheie 
more than 3000 of the 20,000 
pupils have already booked 
for swimming lessons. 



lyi£ hoop craze — which hit 
Australia's young a couple 
of years ago — is hilling the 
headlines abroad Lady Docker 
recently arrived in London 
from America uiith a silver 
huhi-hcop {"for exercise" she 
explained), while London TV 
star Vera Brooks was given a 
£70 jninit hula-hoop as a Wrfrt- 
cfay present from the ca.\t oi 
her shoo.; "Oh, Boy." 

The nicest 
present 

^yHATS your idea ol the 
nicest Christmas present.' 
In London, Anne Mathe.soll 
asked some famous people, 
who tame up wilh some un- 
usual replies: 

Actress Dorothy Tutin: 
"Googic Withers' nlil fur coat. 
I'm off to Russia with the 
Stralford Theatre Company, 
so I can really use it. Googie, 
on her way to Australia, 
couldn't need it less." 

Australian stage designer 
Loudon Sainthill: "Records. 
Louis Armstrong sent me hi* 
latest blues recording; pro- 
ducer Tony Richardson sent 
"West Side .Story," as yet un- 
rcleased here, and from fellow 
Australian Dr. Frank Tail 
came the latest Yves Monland 
record Irom Paris," 

Dior director Suzanne lad- 
ing: "A pound of coffee, 3 bar 
oi chocolate, and a packet of 
English rigareltes. This was 
during the war and il was the 
first luxury I'd had in thiee 
years." 
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.HOWS 

Hew uJI he is. He choose* uur 
^tt and gallantly put] [me near 
wiiid'** Perhaps tic hopes 1 li 
fall out. "Vw ^ * cc evtr y 
thin* no*:' ^ »y* ; J ™« 
my grateful, graceful. gracious 

rhink". I " ever kncw 1 4 ' ould 
)ie jo grateful, ao graceful, 01 

[have Pt> 1*8*. I f r(, l young 
kn d fair, and delightfully la]] 
with peri winkle- blue eyes that 
minklc 'ike periwinklci. t 
dflve a slight, wry attractive 
lisp, a neck like .i iwu and a 
tatvy li** towards Harry. I 
\ oVl - rhyself in this pill wnrld. 
tfhv don't people take pills 
every day? . ■ • « . 

Jj,,d-haired air hostess W4th 
luinrdup, mascaracd eye- 
loih« and turncd-up nose telU 
in io lighten our belts. She 
couldn't tighten her* if she 
irtrd; il is smaller than any 
wasp' i . Tuss le wi th strap 
which loots like a bone's girth. 
The i Si o it unmanageable arid 
| ciin't feel anything round my 
waist «1 all 

Harry says I Have tightened 
his and the loose cud of mint.' 
if entwined in hij. I will surely 
fill out now. Upturned nosed 
*ir boated hands us bull's-eyes 
and glucose iwccu on pi ait it 
tray Bull's-eyes are round, 
gleanling. and expressionless 
like hers. 

M.m'i voice through a loud- 
speaker tells us that we are 
airborne and ctiinbing to five 
hundred llumsand million feet. 
He can eo higher if he wanta 
to. Being ttirlxime is just 
another bagatelle. 

Wasp-waist heme its brings 
breakfast on more plastic 
trays Terribly hungry and 
rat it all. Could ent tray, bul 
il U whisked away before there 
U lime. Lean towards Harry 
and whisper in his ear about 
lomrlhmg very important. He 
luuglu arid \m nmusiache 
Uugju u well- I tell him 
more, and more. I can hdar 
my own voice (how pretty it 
ii, like my eyes): I don 4 t know 
what 1 nm saying, hm it must 
br important, the way It 
streams out. Harry nods and 
liilrtn and laughs and agrees 
and sympathiser, iind suddenly 
vrc lire told to tighten our bells 
again and we touch down at 
Munich. 

Leave Harry for under- 
ground, dark, shiny brown 
ladies' room r and notice with 
trepidation that there is no 
longer the same thrumminit at 
shoulder-blade* and begin to 
feel legs again. Get. glass of 
water from bulging Fran knit- 
ting red scarf in corner and 
swallow two more blue pills. 

Horry is sipping coffee by 
flpen window upstairs. The 
counter displays wooden orna- 
ments, china art vases of horrific 
design, and cuckoo clocks. I 
confide in Hnrry a desire for 
a cuckoo clock. He strongly 
advise* against such a purchase 
It will irei hroken on ihe varhr 
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It will be a hindrance on thr 
voyage. He will get me one on 
the way home. 

Feel tears pricking and surg- 
ing behind eyeballs T»8 fail 
angels with periwinkle eye* 
(hoyW be ceded (heir slightest 
wish. Plead with Marry, but 
Harry tl ada man t. sudd enl y 
stubborn like a tall nanny with 
,n moustache. "Nut now, 1 ' he 
says firmly. "Drink your coffee 
We only have iwu mure min- 
utes " Coffee like brown gravy. 

Back in plane Hill wanting 
cuckoo clock- Harry suggests 
patiently and with strained 
poliirncu that we discuss some- 
thing else, which reminds me 
to go cm from where I left ofT 
Settle down to tell more, but 
interrupted by tea on further 
phutic tray. Graciously proffer 
my allotted honey cakes and 
chocolate biscuits and wafer- 
thiq strips of cheese ro Ameri- 
can businessman opposite 

He says 1 am vurry kind, but 
he never touches carbollydraie.i. 

I ohTei them rvrn more 
graciously tu the large-bosomed 
lady beside him, whose face U 
almos t h idden by a black- 
sjKiited veil. It's hard to tell 
if she is awake or asleep. She 
was asleep and wake* wi th a 
start. I explain to her in a 
gentle voice that [ am offering 
her honey cakes and choc bics. 
Shr glares, gesticulates wildly 
and says she never, never eats 
in it plane. How ungrateful 
they all arc. 

1 turn in desperation to 
Harry, but he has gone, I 
never saw him go. I must have 
lieexi in the middle of it sen- 
tence when lit? went Can he 
have tired of my pretty voice? 
Do people tire of angels? 1 find 
myself slipping into a lovely 
sleep. There is a cuckoo clock 
swinging in from ul me. The 
ruckoo pops out of its tittle 
house and sings, "Cuckoo, 
cuckoo." It is charming at 
first and T am delighted, but 
one can have a surfeit of 
cuckooisms. Now something 
seems io have gone wrong with 
the works and he can't stop. 
[ stretch up to catch it. to 
shake it, to stop the pendulum 
and push the silly, cuckooing 
bird hack into its house, but it 
evjdt-s me every time, and 
when at lasi 1 grasp it I wnke 
wilh a start to find I have 
Harrv's Irft rar in my hund and 
a in trying to push it into his 
head. 

A voice through the loud- 
speaker says. "We shall be 
landing at Athens in aeyen 
mi nu lei. All rbow hoidinc 
British passports, etc. , . , 
Harry has a stern, bored look 
on his face, his moustache h.i% 
sriftVucd as if struck by air 

fl'Of.[. 

"You must iry to wake,' 1 he 
says tn a flat voice. "I ltU(g£Jtt 
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you might like to go along and 
lidy." 

The lavatory mirror reflects 
a short, dark, wild wingless 
woman with a green face. 

Stagger out of aeroplune 
with sagging knees and blocked 
ears. Athens airport like any 
old gasoline station in New 
Jersey. There U a howling 
north-cas| wind, and a lut gl 
little men with thick necks, sun- 
glasM'H. greasy black hair and 
khaki uniforms hanging about 
hangars. I search around, 

Where are Apollo, Aphro- 
dite. Zrus, Pallas Athene, 
Agamemnon? 



IVA and Elbert met us 
in a Greek-driven 
American limousine and 
drive us lo Pyraeus. 

"There she iiP They point 
at what looks to me a very 
small yacht far out in the har- 
bor. The water is choppy and 
we Bit huddled in the stem end 
of the muior dinghy. 'Hie spray 
slashes our faces. Would likv- 
to hold on lo Harry but feel 
he may have had e no ugh , 
D4iren't hold un to the Jarvis\ 
they are too toll, too thin, and 
too brave. 

On board they offer each 
other highballs, retaina wine and 
ouzo, a local Pernod, but urge 
me to go straight to my cabin 
with hot milk for rest after the 
flight. Perhaps I look peculiar. 
I ' would ralhcr stay on derk 
looking peculiar, but Harry 
takes thrir side. "You should 
reft," he says in final voice. 

Alone in luxurious cabin 
wilh running H and ' and a 
radiator that works, I try to 
stamp out homesirkness and 
longing for dry land. T assure 
myself ihat wilh these two little 
Greek captains to navigate, a 
dining-room steward who lookji 
li ke M usBolini (in w hi I r 
gloves), a chef like Sachti 
Guitry in striped apron and all 
those tiny dark-skinned men in 
white sandshoes anil navy-blue 
pullovers who dart up the rig' 
gins and hang upside down 
over the sides of llir imp like 
monkeys, nothing can *o wrong. 

How nice it is. 1 tell myself, 
to be in hiirbor. Being in har- 
bor allows one to get the 
sense of being at sea without 
being at sea. Why doesn't 
one itpy in harhoT a few days 
to get the feel of things? Why 
doesn't one stay a week in 
harbor 1 Why ever leave the 
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harbor ? If it were my boat 
I should stay in harbor all the 
time. 

Look round the cabin and 
tell myself how lucky I am 
Everyone told rue h«w lurky 
I was before 1 left England. 
Harry told me how lucky I 
was in lhr plane. "A chance 
of a lifetime," they all said- 
'W f ho wouldn't give their eyes 
for such an invitation? The 
Argran Seas! Thr Greek 
Islands! Rhodes! Porus! Mf- 
konosr And the Corinth Canall 
( >| mill m- unr- wnuM m\e on' '-s 
cvri." I Jin very lucky 

There ii a mirrored toilette 
rupooard above lhr pink por- 
celain wash-basin; there u a 
ruirmrrd door to the big 
hanging cupboard opjwsite the 
pink basin: Ihere are Kirrir 
charming linle bookj-helves at 
the head end of my bunk, and 
a light cunningly concealed 
above the shelf no that I can 
read at mghl There is a 
rheit of drawers and a fluff v 
white rug like a flattened 
poodle for mc to step on. I 
am very lucky. 

I get into my bunk and in 
the comfort of an tnterior- 
sprun^ maltreat am asleep at 
once, but wakr later to hod it 
is three o'clock in the morn- 
ing and realise we Are leaving 
harbor. 

1 can hear them "weighing 
anchor." Someone is winding 
a winch (an unattrai tivc sound 
like msty nails grating against 
rach other) till at but the 
anchor lands on deck with a 
groan, the winding stops, and 
we slide out of the harbor Into 
the sea. 

We haven 1 ! been hJ under 
way" for more than ten min- 
utes when WO run into a M|uall. 
and I know I was right about 
wanting to slay in harbor. Thr 
yacht hurls herself against a 
raging sea , there are crashes 
and bangs all over the boat. 

I can hear little Greek feet 
running jilmui the decks over 
my head like an army of ratv 
Thcy haul things in, let things 
out, hcavr to and batten down 
My heari beaLn unnaturally, 
snd 1 clutch the side* of lhr 
hunk. It can't last, 1 tell my- 
self; it is too ruugh to last, f 
console myself; no boat how- 
ever welt manned could fighr 
agjnnst such opposition. 

What should I do? Should 
I gel up and help ? I have 
no pyjamas with me r only a 
nylon nightgown given by sad 
friend the dav hefure I left. 
Should 1 pretend nothinir ha?, 
happened * Should I *av io 
myself, "This always happens 
to small yachts, il must have 
happened many times before, 
rind someone will COQtC al'-n" 
in a minute and nsk if I am all 
right." 

1 wait hanging cm to the 
sides of my bunk, but no one 
come* to nsk if 1 am if] right 
Perhaps they have been 
drowned, battered by bourn*, 
or injured thiou^li fallirie om 
of their bunks. Why hain't 
Mussolini come? Why hasn't 
Sdcha Guitry come? Hr has 
no waiting to do, No one ran 
cook in this sea, 

Whv hasn't Harry come? 
His cabin i* onlv across the 
passage When it ihundm at 
home someone alwavs comes 
and asks if I'm all rivht, or 1 
knock on someone else> door 
and ask if they ,^re all right 
What is the maltrr with every- 
nnr on this ship that no nne 
avk* anyone else if they are 
all Huhi 1 

"I'm fine." 1 would call 
ihuJUL'h mv cabin door. 

'This h fun. isn'i it? n I 
might shout. 

"This is nothing. Don'* vou 
WOJTV about me," I would say. 
"How are you 1 Is there *ny- 
thinc 1 can do?" 

But no one comes, and I am 
Alone ih a crazy, wave-riddrn 
shattered little boat on the 



Why did I ever come? li was 
madness to leave home. What 
was Byron thinking about when 
he fell in love with these 
Aegean seaa, these horrid arid 
isles f 

The ship takes an extra 
lurch, there is a crash like the 
fall of buildingsi. And the book* 
from the dear little shelves 
above my head fall on my 
race, and the comer of one 
goes into my left eye I cry 
with thr other eye in sympathy 
for my poor eye and my poor 
lace. Now that 1 am blinded 
and crying perhaps, someone 
really will coinr 

The yai ht Icsipj to the other 
side nrid water-boitle and glass 
roll off ihr. bedside table and 
He smashed on the wh i tc 
woollen poodle The mirrored 
door of the cupboard over the 
pink basin swings open, nil the 
bo 1 1 1 cs and l on I h b n ishes and 
toothpaste fall in the basin, the 
door swings and shuts, swings 
and »huti. und immeriiaielv. as 
if in sympj thy. the hanging 
cupboard door swings open 
and shuts. 

Now everything in the cabin 
is swinging and shutting, 
articles of clothing, hangers, 
papers, clocks, and bags arc 
flying about, landing on my 
neck, rny arms, my aching 
body. 

1 try lo be firm with my 
palpitating self, "Think of 
Nelson," I say lo myself sternly, 
"Think of the men hi sub- 
marines in the war. Think of 
the Cutty Sark. the Midship- 
man Easy. Think of all those 
ont'3 who liii'.i; gori' 1 'Down l'" 1 
the Sen in Ships,* the Ancient 
Mariner and Moby Dick." Bid 
it's no good 1 n\u only think 
of myself of the horror of 
drowning alone in fo tr. ig n 
water* with no one to hold my 
band. 

The idea is so appalling that 
I take sudden courage and de- 
cide to wake Harry and make 
him die will) mi:. Alter all, 
we both have Brituh passports, 
wr are both Hntish, and even 
if it doesn't count for much in 
the haird >. urrency countries or 
the United Naiions it meana 
a lot to me in this hour of 
death 

I scramble out of my hunk, 
cut my big toe On a broken 
bit of water-bottle and try to 
wrench upen the cabin door, 
which flies open, swings back 
on my face and lands me on 
the poodle rug with a splinter 
of glass in my spine. 

fiui fear gives strength. I'm 
up again like a winded boxer 
and out of the door in to the 
passage, flung against Harry*s 
door. T knock and call. 
'"Harry!" I knock again. 
"ILirry 1 " He doesn'i answer. 

I lean on the door, panting. 
Perhaps he ia dead. 

] am j ust goi ng to ba ng 
again when the JarviV Cabin 
door opens i4nd 1 s*r Eva iway- 
ing along the passage toward.1 
mc. Her long hluc silk kimnnn 
hangs below her ankles; her 
two fair plaits Rap aboul her 
knees In spite of the storm I 
am shocked at the sight of the 
blur hows at die end of each 
plait. They seem su childlike 
.n;iMi;,i i: at the end of 
my life. Her eyes are sad and 
worried, 

"What's the matter?" ihe 
asks in her quiet Southern 
American voice. ""Were you 
looking for something?" 

Her voire brings rne back lo 
my senses and suddenly f feel 
foolish and rmbjirrassed. What 
am I doing after .dl? A grown- 
up woman m a nylon night- 
gown, with gb» in her big 
toe, banging on someone's door 
in the middle of the night. 

1 give a silly lough and say, 
u l wnsnt really looking for 
anything. It's just that T 
wanted 10 ask Harry something. 

I I wasn't very' important,. It 
doesn't matter any more. Ii 
really doesn't matter a bit. It's 
very rough, isn't it?" 

Eva nods her lovely head 
sympathetically, thr yacht gives 
a lurch and she is flung to one 
side of the passage and ( am 



fly out em wc cross and hit me 

in my unblinded eye. At this 
they both water and tears 
tumble unchecked down my 
cheeks. 

She tries to take my band, 
bul gets flung away again. 

"You'rr crying, my dear," 
she says with concern. *'Wiiy 
dun't you g<» to your iabin and 
get some reati" Elbcit says the 
wind will drop very soon." 

1 slink back to my cabin, 
ashamed, diicoiiiolmc. and 
alone, 1 crawl into my bunk 
and lie among o mountain of 
books, broken glass, a broken 
clock, and a cold hot-water 
bottle. At dawn, as though 
butter wouldn't nriflt in its 
mouth, the wind drops 

Harry says he had ear-plugs 
in his ears. 

He always wears ear-plugs at 
sea. he says. He says, "ShE ih 
a fine little seafaring ve**el. She 
rides Well, he sayi, and he asks 
Mussolini for a second helping 
of Sac ha Guitry 't delicious 
bacon and cugs. 




LATER wc go ashore. 
The island is grey, 
banttt, and full of empty 
churches with blue domes, 
nrnatc ikons, and public 
lavatories manned bv 
biblical-looking ladies en- 
couraging visitors. 

As in the song, they are all 
"Wild About Harry" pos- 
sibly bee it use he is so tall and 
English-lauking drvpite the 
tiasque herei worn ar an ungle. 
Whatever il is, they spied him 
from the shore before wr had 
made fast the motor-boni. and 
waved long white scarves in his 
■dire-ction, 

"Bui I don't want to go, ,h he 
grumbled. "Why should I?" 

We .HI said it was unkind not 
To, and he eamr nut grinning, 
clutching a on.iJl bunch of 
flowers and munching a piece 
of nougat, rich in fruit and 
nut. 

We clutch little bunches of 
flowers wh.rre\irr we gc. In the 
dark grandeur of the churches 
they take I hem out of vases 
under ikoni, in the museums 
they divest the jar* in the en- 
trance halls. 

Tiny glosses of sweet, home- 
made Liqueur wine* are prrssed 
on us from wooden trays, and 
minute mpB of thick, sickly 
sweet Turkish coffee follow tfl 
in every cottage or monastery. 
In all the sun shiner, twice. 
(Never, ihe islanders assure 
us, never for fifty years have 
ihey experienced such 
weather. i But the days it does 
shine, light in g u p t he tightly 
packed together while village 
houses, the blue doors and 
domes, we envy them their 
enchanted land. 

Eva and Elbert, ihe perfect 
hosl.i in every olhtr way, bhool 
Up mountains like tall eleclric 
hares on two legs, to villages 
in the clouds, with only an 
occasional twinkle from the 
chrome of their cameras to 
show us where they are. Height, 
crags, boulders, dust mean 
nothing to them. They want 
to see, they want to photo- 
graph, and they want to makr 
notes, 

Harry, not so energetic and 
very kind, stays with me at the 
bottom, where wc pick 
;inemuncs and talk to gentle, 
toft-eyed donkeys slung with 
packs, standing patiently out- 
side houses while the UtuSsdM 
unts sling oaeir garbage into 
the panniers. The donkeys do 
out whistle or sing lewd songs, 
lbour or nur/le for loot in thr 
panniers the way our London 
ilwitinen da. but like true Greek 
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'7> .'i t rjll r^rrvihiny 
■a Ml resigned dignity. 

Oc ttintf tj.«-k to the yach I 
after the pftverty &f thr islandv 
it i» Lncoiijrruuu^ but C*ltBhuy 
delirious io be lervrd by Musso- 
lini, his gqid-capned teeth 
gleaming over l-iabai au rhum. 
rnille-fcuillrs, fried chicken, 
Ad tiliri ttvafcl nn plat- 
ters whiikrd up with a twist 
of Sarhn <juiLrv'i nighty wrist 
in a galiey thr size of 4n ordin- 
ary lunsunti cupboard. 

After dinitrr the other* play 
bridge, white 1 do my occu- 
pational therapy, a rather re- 
volting piece (if Upe*trv I MU 
doing fur my nephew and his 
wife who don't want it bul 
wHd daren't «y "do." li bas 
ttone wrong somewhere, it 
rise* to a d(rht peak in Uie 
Saddle, and w lopsided. 

"It'll pretty, isn't it?" people 
MY sadly. "Bui isn't there 
something a Wrr Wt wronnf 
M av 5 o' t you pul Ird th r woo I 
twi light? Vou II have to have 
tt stretched, won t you? r " 

I dtan't have it stretched, I 
lhall throw it into the ten rhc 
day we leave Bui nuw while 
the others are writing their 
Ictc; book* nrid we arc drifting 
about between the islam!*., it 
it infinitely hxtthinE; to puih 
colored wool* in and out of 
in) uld holes I It-el inclined it>, 
and it krrps my mind off [he 
rou^h sea?. 

The other* tell tnr I should 
keep a record, as they ate 
doing, of the trip "It will he 
intfrwitng for VOUI fhildrrn 
j,nd fur their children to read 
about wiW you »aw in Greece," 
they ray. "We always lin-p 
records," 

But 1 don't believe th.it my 
i (ulitrrn would hr interested 
to read about wh.it 1 did in 
Greece any more than they 
would hr to rend about what 
I dn in Krnnington. If they 
really want to know I tan tell 
them when I pre* home, but 
tMy won't listen properly. 
Othrr people's travels arc like 
x pain, hard to imagine unless 
ynu've had it. They will do 
better to ace for iherosclvrf or 
mid >l book by a professional 
travel writeT. 

Eva jiilI tlbrii took photo- 
graphs from small expensive 
camrru hung on leather straps, 
colored phutnirraphs from ]Ein?r 
expensive cameras on tripods, 
.uid llaihlifEhi photographs of 
H.nrv and me lucking up soup 
or straddling donkeys whit h 
were murh Iiki lmnll for rjj 

(tarry took a. apoolftd of 
temple* with the rap over the 
lens and I dropped any box 
rnmera m rhe dirty water oi the 
Pyraeio harbor and it had to 
lie fished out with □ buitrrllv 
nn by one of the crew After 
that it worked very well and 
look a wonderful picture of a 
white monastery up in the hills, 
Ibiiked b\ bfitck Cyprus and a 
pair of old lacbW drawers 
hanginR over the wall of an 
ancient well 

Our last day in Athens, 
Marry and I bought sponges 
for people at home. WV couldn't 
squeeze them tfltd our suitcases 
and arrived at the airport with 
two string hag*, the sponges 
ooKinir lhroui(l) the holes. 

Harry swallowed the last two 
Mur pill* in a glasi of cORnac, 
mrl we spent the next hour in 
thr plane waiting fur any iigm 
of conudrtirefc or HI effects, ! ui 
he clayed the -mmc, tall, com- 
plied, with slony dioeii and 
neatly trimmed moustorhe. And 
wored .ill the wav to Rnmc 

1 wa» s-td to leave htffl when 
we sot ir» r^ondon. Hr had in 
hii tall wny become more 
necessary to uie than my lop- 
sided wciipittional therapy 
whirh I had thrown tir the dol- 
phins Now he is hack •,■><■ <■: 
the blark-hjlled hrigaile. with 
chmiffeur, brirfcase, md an 
tio'iipied lt»oL, whilr I am try- 
ing to work oat which RppngC 
io give whom, with Fanny roll- 
ins; deliehtedly on the floor, 
her featheri entnnsrled in the 
lahtfh and unopened letters I 
found wjiiiiiR fnr mr in the 
■ hall. 
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IT is May in London 
and people arc doing 
Their window-boxes. The 
>uUl1cii warntth of a for- 
gotten sun loosens shoul- 
ders, soother shrivclJcd 
cheeks, and one tan fed 
hairs sprouting in the 
back of one's neck. 

to tht square oppo j ute T 
where I lake tanny fur excr- 
cifie, the birds are *ingi u H one 
agaiuAi the other like an or- 
chesln tmuog up. Ibc fenced- 
in garden in the middle of the 
aquare which has NO UOfrS 
A I > M t IT tvD w rilten ai-ruu 
the gate ji full of iiuL 1 -. irisei, 
siv<;t:i-Hmelluiy stocks, pansieK, 
and iallinir ttijjpa. 

1 HOMnA under a white IlUr, 
listen to the birds against the 
distant traffic, and am full of 
wonder. 

A cre4*m-atid"i:hTomium car 
drives up to the door of a 
tu-wly painted maspiLiicenl 
house. Two %vuwen an- sictiii^ 
in the front. The drivrr, the 
older of t lie two. xtupi the 
car with a jerk, oprru the door t 
.i nd (iiitib* out shnwinu Lon- 
don legs under a light tweed 
skirt. Hrr smart lamtlon hair 
blows in the wind but stays in 
its smart, cordon sweep* Her 
smart London face is eager and 
full of purpose. 

"Come on. Get ouL Help," 
■ihe rail* hack to the younger 
one still in (hr car Th*- 
younjjrer one slides out slowly, 
showing sturdy "finishing 
school" country legs under 
pleated tweeds. Her hair i* 
longer and untidier. hut ti flops 
preltily over one eye and nn 
her shoulder* like a pony's 
mace. 

The mother, swift us a spar- 
row, hop* round to the bark 
pf the car. oprm ihc boot, and 
reveals wooden (teed - boxes 
cnimmrrj wiih half-out. forced. 
window ho\ plants. 

She iwoops down on the 
first box, LT.'i^pi it in titled 
lianas, and runs up the §tep« 
tr> the magnincent whitr home 
with its navv-bhie door. A 
maid in apron and cap opens 
rbe donr and the mathr-r dis- 
appear* into the wide while 
hail. 

"Brinn the writ," she calls 
over her .ihoulrlcr. 

The girl nmbles along to the 
ttOOl of the car. looks distaste- 
fully at ihr sack, twisLt thr top 
into a Itnui. and triri to heave 
i i nut, 1 1 is too heavy. 1 1 
slide* hacl again. Shr leaves, it 
and shrues her thoultlen. 

A white cat sitting on the 
wall of the grand bouse watches 
hrr with anient yellow eyes 
She goes up to (he rat and 
strokes, it feebly on the head 
She looks round, sees me nod 
Fanny watching, And give* an- 
oiher frrhle heave rti the sack. 
Thr sark is aril! too heavy, it 
slumps back again like a dead 
body into ihr boot and she 
tossra a floppy lump of hair 
nwny from her nrck and iiare* 
vaguely down the iquare at 
nothinic. 

The mother come* running 
down the steps, agile, energetic, 
and full of (HirppMO, pusbe* the 
girl a«de, twists the tack, 
drugji it out of the hoot, and 
up the steps. 

"Bring a box," she calls over 
hrr shoulder. 

Rflurtamly. the girl lifts a 
box uf pansies out of ihr boot. 
They, roo. appear li> he heavy 
and ihe wobble thi* bnx \\\*- 
ihr itrong man lifting weight 1 * 
in the rjrcai The pamiei nod 
t hri r heads in the wn-hbli ng 
hoT( They are like the cat, 
beautiful and pale with prptty 
pointed fares. 

The flrirl stnirgers up thr step* 
and the mother mm down the 
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step*. naeetinK her half-way. 
ilxasperated, cross, and red in 
the tat*, fchc inatchci the box 
iron i the girl. 

IJive it here," ihc snaps 

'Lhc giri walks down the 
ileps, wipes thr earth tram her 
hnticis on the sides ui her 
tweed buttocks and lean* 
Agaml) the back mudguard. 
Hem mi ii'<m f, htow f rowns, her 
head slumps on to her chest, 
hrt pretty mouth turns down 
at the sides. 

She hates her mother Hates 
hrr for her energy and hnr cn- 
thusiusnj. She bales hcrsclJ. 
She hates the birds and the 
cat. Kvcryihins is hateful and 
fouL Slir doesn't know what 
■ he warns. Shr only knows that 
nobody understands, I hat ihey 
.i[r- all -.tuptd. Who rarcs about 
iilly window-hoNcii^ She kickfl 
ihr bark wheejl with her new 
brown "idlers" and doesn't try 
tn take nut any more of the 
boxes. The mother take* in all 
the boxes, 

"At leant you can shut the 
door after me," she calls as 
she rum in breathlessly wi i h 
the last box. 

Hunched and miserable, the 
girl drags herself rmpty-handrd 
up the steps ljehind her mother 
And IcHves the door open. 

Tlie whitr rat spots a voung 
bird in the eras* In the middle 
of the square, li crouches. Tts 
ytllnw t-yr> hi ,*-/«* A srrond 
for thuuicnt. then it leaps 
iiTos-s the road, crver the fence, 
and on to the bird. 

The sun soes behind a cloud. 
Fanny and I g"o in. J water my 
flriwrrs in the little glass pas- 
sage and thank God that the 
agonies of my youth are iprnt 




ANNA, Llewellyn T Saul 
and newborn baby 
w i l h unpronounceable 
Welsh name arrive by 
Landrover in the middle 
of nighl from Wales. 

They arc two days hefort 
<cbt:d»]c. They always arrive 
before v bedule. 1 shotild 
know by now, but I don't 
know by now. Why does one 
never know what one knows ? 
Why does one never know ,f hy 
now" ? 

Now ix Time, but Time ac- 
cording to iri rut im u time- 
less. It goes quicker than 
space, falls in apace, And leaves 
space behind it. But to me, it 
is still ordinary Timr. U is 
there, it is urgent, it catches 
up on me. I am excessively 
*ware of it, and when some- 
one turns up at the wrong 
time 1 am in a muddle, with 
myself, with thrm, and with 
Time. 

L am assured hv &irah this 
is quite bourgeois, "a real 
artist is immune to Time.* 1 But 
! am not a real artist I am 
a woman who liv" in a *imall 
honsr in Kensinnton. mode- 
rairlv tidy, mndrratrly r lean 
rx-pecting eldest daiiEhter, hun- 
ha nd , n nd two child rrn on a 
given day, and hi-muse the>- 
arrive two dtiys too soon 1 am 
bemused 

As. soon as they arrive there 
if. ,t feeling o[ disruption, rhaot, 
citravnnfterai-Hm: anrl things 
1 have never worried nhont 
before start to creak, break, 
and spring out. 

Sa ul itrerehei out hii fat 
arnu from under the red flnn- 
nel shawl, catches hold of mv 
under lip. beam*; anrl murmurs 
"Dordoitm." Hr miells of 
Wales and hay The hahy fn 
hand-woven hasket squirmi 
and screams. 

Atinrt drops everythfne. 
Hinifs her arms round me and 
Saul. Her glasses, which are 
held tognber by jtirking- 



plaster. (all t>tt hrr shu-rl *biny 
nose and she doesn't pick them 
up Huddled in airmail's fur- 
lined jacket, Icelandic sweater, 
black ski-ing combinations tt) 
the ankle, embroidered blue 
Bulgarian dippers, toug Welsh 
skirt made out of long Welsh 
shawl and Black Watch tartan 
srarf tied ovrr black hnir it is 
difficult to tell which way up 
«he is. 

From behind all this her eyes 
blaze like ihr blue glass In 
police-station lamps. 

■*Aren*t we lovely?" she 
sing*. "Aren't you lovelv? Isn't 
il all lovely?"' 

Llewellyn staggers in undo/ 
burstintt brown paper parcels, 
half-open suitcases, a birdcage, 
a bowl of cream oozing over 
the sides, a tack or books, and 
.i <l[-.i[[ hunch <>f d.ifTndih. 

We set up cot and put Saul 
to bed He stands on hit head, 
his orange nightgown fa 0 1 ne 
over hii; head like ■ tent, rayi 
two more "Dordotgns," then 
burrows his round, tired body 
under the blankets and sleeps. 
Anna feeds the newly born on 
the -lair* 

So swiftly that 1 have hardly 
had time to notice, my neat 
little house has become an in- 
tellectual rummage stall. There 
is Strindberg and orange 
juice in thr lavatory, Dostoev- 
sky on the stain. I tarn on the 
gas stove 7 Freud in the grate, 
- verfise books under the beds, 
unsharpened pencils in the lea- 
cup>h tins of Iwiby powder on 
the sofa, nappies on the win- 
dow-sill*, Grrarrf Maidev Hop- 
kins on the landing, nnd 
Leonardos "JVotebooks" in ihr 
linen cupboard. 

Milk boils uver saucepans, 
gas jets blaze with nothing to 
blaze :(!.}■■;. oveni) are left on 
all night, taps run. We are a 
"lived -in house" and get to 
bed at thrrr. 

(Jan't sleep, and do all the 
things people do who CJU?* 
-I' - i> Punch and pinch up pil- 
lows, heave up sheets, stick 
feci out at end of bed. Fecr 
freeze, body bunts. mouth 
dries. Get up for drink of 
water, water rold Eknd sets 
teeth arhing. stumble back 
yawning and fall over Fanny, 
who thinks it ic mornin«. i* 
wagging tail and wants biscuit 
out of hiscuit-iin. Biscuit-tin 
empty. 

Get bark to heel and try to 
read "Thr Bible Drsigned to 
be Head U Literature " 'The 
First shall be la>t and the lost 
shall br first." This applies in 
Anna, my first -horn. Lasi up in 
thr morning, lust to bed at 
rnght. hist for meals and f ■ r -. r 
in leaving undone that whicli 
she should have done. 

They are to stay for a week. 

Awake rill night herding and 
ruunting sheep They hrerd a* 
1 count, get their legs stuck in 
swamps and their heads he- 
iwrrn wire fencing. 

tn the morning Anna goes off 
to British Museum directly 
after breakfast leaving me with 
brokrti biscuits, an unrotiapsiblr 
collapiiblc pram, a play-pm 
with nails sticking Qui in the 
wrone dirertion, Saul, who has 
found nn a*e in ihe eardrn, I 
and a month-old baby which | 
has to be fetl rxery four hours 

Llewellyn goes to thr Tair 
Oallrrs-. 

"We'll be back," they say 
and then wave Peoplr think 
that by waving everything it 
going to be all right. 

By lunch-time thr newly 
bom it yelling to be fed. 
Llrwcllyn arrives, 

"You see. 1 ' he says. *'J «dd I 
would be bark for lunch." 
School frirnd of Anna's arrives. 
Having passed through the 
stages of Communism, Existen- 
tialism, Huddhism, and Deep 
Breathing, she is now a mode- 
rately clean "do it yourneir 
trained hoipital nurse with only 
pale toe-naila peeping through 
leather sandals to show that 
shr was cvrr nnvthing but a 



nice person with scjuare teeth 
and a happy smile. 

We sit and wail for Anna. 
We daren't have lunch in the 
middle of thr icrcarilH. 

Anna arrivra an hour late. 
Horrified that we should have 
worried ur waited, she iced? 
the baby, handing uui pictures 
ill KgvjiTi.in iiiiirijiiii'^ ihf- h.u 
neen in HritiiJi Museum with 
spare hand. 

"Ornish Museum so peace- 
ful." she says. 

After lunch Llewellyn says 
he has to buy books in Charing 
Cross Road and order hay lift* 
in Seven EHftts An na and 
rii:hool friend take S.uil lo the 
Park- Tlie newly born one is 
h'ft in its basket. 

Anns) and school frirnd ar- 
rive back in time for tea. 

"We don't want tea," Anna 
says, "we've only brought Saul 
back. Wr are going to sec the 
Persian Miniature Paintings. 
Wanda should see the Persian 
Miifif twPiHh" 

"Where are the Persian 
Miniature*?" f asked with sink- 
ing heart. They don't know, 
Wc Ipok up Persian Mimnturr 
Pa in tint's They are ihowing at 
the Arts Council in St. Jarno' 
Square. It shuts at five It n 
now half past four. It will take 
thcni hail an hour to gel 
(here. 

I am suddenly firm. "You 
can't see the Persian Minia- 
tures, they arc too far. Thr 
baby will Ik screaming again 
and anyway who really wain* 
to see Persian Miniature Paint- 
ings? We all know whaE llicV 
are like." 

"Wanda doesn't " Anna 
looks suddenly sad and much 
suialler. as ihnugh someone 
had hit her on the head She 



ha.- always looked n d An H 
small when she hasn't had her 

own way. 

I say, "I will tell Wanda 
about Persaan Minialures in- 

Head, 

Wanda s-its. |.tsidr me meekly 
and I tell her about Persian 
Miniature Paintings. 

She listens intently as though 
she were a little deaf. 

"Have you been iq «te 
them r she asks at length, | 
itll her I don't have bo s Pe 
them. I say I am half p,.r« ton 
on my grandmother i side And 
the feeling for Persian Minia- 
tures is strong within nw 

She thank* me politely and 
follows Anna to the Studio; 
Later, as 1 arn pulling up weeds 
near the studio window. I hr^j 
them muttering to each ather. 
Il is a kind of ' heated rairttsa 
fn it ihere ta a plan to go early 
next morning to see ihc Persian 
Miniature Patntings. 



NEXT WEEK 

• In ihe trcond instat- 
inenl of "PIN A ROSE 
ON MK," further charni- 
ing episodes of e^tnrday 
living of a London house- 
wife include an evecp- 
t ion j IK amunng one in 
which she goes lo buy % 
towelling drew »he has 
■b«n advertised. Hrr visit 
to the store and hrr 
tlcci*fiun on the rlrris are 
de li ghtf ul ty d esc ribc d. 

'TIN A ROSE ON 
MF.," by Josephine 
Blumenfeld. is published 
by Hcinrmann. 
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gi^nT^c^ccItrj^ lli-.nl n. was the 
^aht kind or name for a ihow- 
-irt-niode] lit*? herself. She long 
lin<£ bad given up even a mild 
clfciui to the m,c of actress. 

Tit hi 8* generally had no I 
irtjne well for Karen Trace. 
"Kan™ ," her agent had told 
j,er not long ago, "you're blond, 
you're stacked, you're not loo 
old. You haven't got a lot of 
talent, hut who has? What 
you need to do is jolt yourself" 
hands moved forward ex- 
presiively — "upon the public 
ronsriouincas. You follow mc.'" 
"No, n Karen had laid. 
"What am 1 supposed to do?" 

"Do wmcthing," the agent 
aid. "Have a romance with a 
prof risional f ootbal I p layer. 
Make something out of yuur- 
p " 

" I don* I k now any prof cs- 
ijon.il football players. 1 ' 

"Make it a baseball player; 
il shouldn't be a total loss." 

-Besides." Karen laid, and 
brought hrr handkerchief out 
nf her purse. " I don' t know 
what you uke me for, Stan- 
ley The only man in my life 
wai my husband- 1 ' 

She was a mixture, Karen 
was, and none of the bad things 
in her deprived her of thr ritjhi 
to keep on loving her former 
husband. 

Tonight the mixture hubbled. 
Thlngi were going very badly 
indeed with Karen Trace, and 
naw there was ihe newi on the 
television about Mike's plane. 

Karen went to the kitchen- 
ette of her apartment and made 
herself wtnc iced tea. Then, 
holding the glass in her hand, 
ihe went to the telephone 
and rul led the number of one 
of New York's largest news- 
papers She told the switch- 
board girl who answered that 
she wanted to talk to someone 
ahout information the had on 
I he mining aero plant-, and ihe 
was put through to the city 
desk. 

"I jiut thought you'd Hit* In 
know, 1 " she fold thr desk man 
"dm t friend of mint' uxed 
Lu br married to the pilot nf 
thai plane. Vrs the Coastal 
ulanr. Site's a model. A good- 
looking girl. Va Her name 
h K.k.-ii Trace. 1 can give 
ymi her telephone number. " 
She redd her own phune num- 
ber to the man at die other 
end. "What? Yra. I think 
•he'i home. If you call right 
away, I'm «ure you'll gel her." 

There wai rumor and therr 
was ituialemenl, and thsy 
worked in a (inngc way to af- 
iecl n man named ' *njis Kra- 
mer, head nf Air TraBlr Con- 
trol for the New York metro- 
politan area. Kramer — he 
might have been related to the 
Kramen whose daughter and 
•On-ia-law were aboard Coastal 
214; at leant the names were 
ipelled the same — was fifty- 
■ix yean old, a veteran of al- 
mo« all phases of aviation; to- 
night he had been at LaGuardia 
on another mission, but he 
stayed on ta watch fresh de- 
velopments on Coarta) 214. 

About eleven o'clock he 
looked up from the map that 
ltad been spread op the deak 
in the airport manager 'i office 
and shook hii head. Joe D on- 
aldson, the day tower super- 
visor at LaGuardia, said, "1 
don't know. Maybe they find 
him. Maybe they don't." 

"Yup/" Kramer said dis- 
tantly. He was thinking of 
something else." 

"Of course, we assume iome- 
"jng tLayt afloat. There wai 
that plane that just plain blew 
up m the air crossing Lake 
Michigan six or seven years 
*go/' Donaldson looked at the 
other man. 

Kramer said slowly, "Joe, 
dirre'i something here." 

,*/ don't know;' Donaldson 
jaid- "We've been over it all. 
Weve got everything they've 
had to report so far." 

"No," Kramer mid. He was 
thinking the words a fraction 
ahead of saying them. "I don't 
™san the official report*. I 
mean the fact thai the public 
already knowi about it" 
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"I hear it wan a leak they 
haven't traced yet," Donaldson 
said. "Marshall Kent of Goai- 
taJ is fit to be lied llicy tell 
me !:;■'■. ipitting nails." 

Kramer shook his head again. 
" Yhr world n full of people. 
It's got more people in it than 
you can shake a stick at. No 
matter where something hap- 
pens nowadays, there's some- 
body there to sec it. No real 
reason for it to hold true all 
the time, except that it just 
seems to." 

"You' rr right," Donaldson 
said. "More or lest." 

"More, not less/' Kramer 
said- "When those two planes 
fell into thr Grand Canyon — 
the moot desolate part of the 
whole fountry — it turned out 
three people had iccn them 
fall." 

"And?" Donaldson aaid. 

"And the ocean's the same 
way. Boars, planes, people all 
over the place." 

"Ah, come on!" lknr.iliJv.n-. 
said. "There are plenty of 
crashes nobody ever sees This 
time of night - Mack outside, 
raining like mad?" 

" I m not warned abuu t 
people seeing it," Kramer said. 
He began to pace the Boor. 
Ttn worried about the ones 
who didn't." 

Donaldson looked at him. 
"What's that mean?" 

Kramer stopped pacing. 
"Look, the whole country is in 
on this. By now somebody's 
had plenty of time to say he 
ssw it happen, or heard it, or 
something." He tapped the 
desk with open palm. "There's 
human ruirurr here. You hear 
about something exciting, some- 
thing disastrous something big, 
and you identify yourself with 
it. You picture yourself in a 
hero 1 * role. You see a li.*thl 
in the iky. you hear a plane, 
then you find out about this 
business over the radio and 
television and if yon were five 
hundred miles from the place, 
right away you have to tell 
somebody you WEre in on it. 
Maybe you lie. Okay. Hut 

'"But what f M Donaldson said. 

Kramer shrugged. "Where 
aie the liars tonight? There 
hasn't been anybody to say 
anything ?" 

C. Bertram Ameil, sixty-four 
years old, might havr been the 
kind of person Kramer bad in 
mind, though he lived a bit 
north of the probable trash 
area, Ameil had reacted just 
as Kramer said the average 
hunuiu would react. Ameil was 
positioned for the part. He 
lived with his wife on Ocra- 
cokn Island, just south of Hat- 
teras, off Pamlico Sound from 
the North Carolina coast. Il 
was a lom-ly e*istenre Electric 
Lights and the telephone had 
reached the isbnd, but, curi- 
ously, they had not, even 
though they could light up thr 
night and sound forth the day, 
reduced the loneliness 

C. Bertram Amcil was a 
member of the Ground Ob- 
server Corps. 

A little while before eleven 
o'clock. Araeil took his Lung- 
powered flashlight and his rain 
iHcker and hat und hoots and 
made ready to go outside 

"Judith." he said to hw wife, 
"where is there a pencil and 
paper?" 

'You're not going out to- 
night," she said. 

''I'm not, hey?" 

"There 1 * nothing to see." 

"Didn't you hear the radio?" 

"That plane," his wife said. 
"I know. Well, between the 
sea artd ihr rain, yon d never 
hear it, and between the clouds 
and the night you'd never iee 
it, and there'E nothing to see 
or hear, anyway r because it's 
crashed long before now, poor 
aouls." 

"Same talk I always hear 
from you," Ameil aaid P and 
snorted. k; Whai do you I limit 
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the Ground Observer Carps il 
for?" 

"Not for catching pneumonia 
locking fur .111 af-'rupLanr [].,,< <. 
already crashed a long way 
from here, and if it hadn r i you 
couldn't 9cc tt or hear it, any- 
way," 

"Thai's your version," Arneil 
said. He set the rain hat upon 
his head, 

ll YouV*- going out there?' 1 
his wife said. 

"I'm due to take a tour out 
there, anyway," Ameil said. 

"II it wasn't for [hut radio 
you wouldn't have even thought 
of it/ 1 his wife said, "and you 
know it/ 1 

"Now, Mother," Arneil mid. 

"Don't 'Now, Mother,* me/ 1 
Hrr eyehruwj went up "When 
I think that thr ricfenre of this 
cwintry is in the hands of surh 
as you! Suppose yen did see 
something out there tonight. 
Who would you trll about il?" 

"Intereepiur Command," 
Ameil said importantly. 

"Ah hat Interceptor Com- 
mandl" hii wife saad. "If 1 
was the phone operator I 
wouldn't even put you through. 
How many limes h a vc you 
railed them already with your 
false alarms *** 

"I'm doing my duty for my 
country," Ameil said. "A man * 
nevirr too old for that. And 
my motto u. better safe than 
sorry " 

"You already did your duly 
to your coun try. The F i rs t 
World War " 

"I never gut uvrr there." 

"No. Your motto was. better 
safe than sorry then, too." 



"Every man don hii duty aj 
he sees it, " Ameil said. 

"Does that include the boy 
who shouted 'Wolf!'?" 

"I tell thrrn what I see." 

"They don't seem to believe 
you." 

"Thai's their privilege. 1 * 

"Face up to it. Father," she 
■aid to him. "Maybe they 
know tetter than you." 

"1 accept their verdirt and 
do my duty none the Irw,,' 
Amrtl said. 

"I suppose that's your final 
word on the subject," die 
woman tnid. 

"That's my final word on the 
subject/' Ameil said 7 jnd 
banged out ihe dour. 



Wr 



ITHIN the half- 
hour hr was back, the rain 
glistening on his face. He drew 
a hand across his eye*, sh.ik- 
ingly, and shucked off his 
coat and said to his wife, "You 
hear it?'* 

"Get those boots ofT'n my 
clean Floor," she said from the 
wicker chair where she sat be- 
side the radio. - "Hear what f" 
"If you'd ever get it into 
your head to turn down thr 
radio you'd h ear some th i n g 
once in a while,' 1 Arneil laid in 
a croaking voice. He moved 
to ihe radio and turned it off. 
Then he went inside to the 
phone. When Lhe operator 
asked for the number he said, 
' Interceptor Command." 

"Hold your hars. boys," Mrs. 
Ameil said from the chair. 
"Father, will you hung up that 
phone?" 

Ameil shook his head wildly 
at hrr, and she saw that his 



body seemed to be quaking. 
"Hello/ 1 he said, "Hello, 
hello!" 

"Now, there, you weni and 
got yourself a chill and (he 
shivers/ 1 his wuV said to him. 
"You see? You're too old to 

be . 

"This is Ameil, QcracoUr" 
he said in to the telephone. M I 
saw it. Just now." He drew 
a deep breath. "The missing 
Coastal plane Flew right c/ver 
mt. Utile more than a mile 
from here — four miles from 
Qcrarokn Centre. Wh.it? With 
my flashlight, that's how' 
What ? Of course it's raining. 
The plane was down uhder- 
neiilh the clouds- Couldn't 
have been no more than five 
hundred fool off the ground 
What ? Headed north, that 1 
which way. I could see it, 
that's how I know. The wits* 
lights ? Yes, they were . . . 
He topped, and a strange look 
came over hii face. 

Hi* wife wai watching him 
through the doorway from thr 
other room. She shook- her 
head slowly, and there was a 
small, rnirthlrjj smile upon her 
face. 

Ameil said into the tele- 
phone: "This plane didn't have 
Any wing lights at all." 

Hie ensign in the radar room 
..it ihe Norfolk Naval Base said, 
"Oh ohl Ciet the lieutenant!" 

Trie lieutenant came in and 
said, "What is it now?" 

"Look at that, 1 ' the ensign 
said. 

'The lieutenant looked. He 
said. "What do you think it 

U?" 

"I think if*, that plane, sir." 
"The Coastal plane?" 
"Yea* sir/' 
"li can't be." 




"fr nil sfarced v/rfc thr Irak in th* c«-ifrng.' 



"lfd be just about plot 
lourse." 

"How lung ban that blip been 
there?" 

"Just now." 

'But it's on the screen How 

did it get there7 r * 

The enngu swallowed "It 
just^appcared '' 

"What do you mean, u just 
appeared?" 

"It jusl appeared." 

"But thai Coastal plane U 
down.' 4 

"Yes, sir. I know, nr " 

"There arc grave rcsponsi- 
tu Lilies here, do you know 
thai?" 

"Here cumes ihe In lure." 
the ensign said 10 hmisell. "And 
he doesn't know any more 
■boat it thin I do " 

"We might have to thoot 
1 hat plane down/ the lieutcn- 
utit said thoughtfully. "How 
ra.iny people did they say were 
oh it?" 

"Sixteen, sir." the ensign 

said. 

"Expendables/' the lieuten- 
ant said. "Thai is a blip, isn't 
it ?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Put yourself in Soviet shoes 
ior a moment/' the lietiteasjiat 
said, "What would be a per- 
feri way to attack undetected? 
Shoot down a commercial air- 
liner on a regularly scheduled 
run over water, then you Lake 
tha 1 ai rlini- r' 1 place . Think, 
my boy Ust the brains die 
good Lord gave yon," 

"Yes, sir, I'm ihinJung, the 
ensign said. 

"Some rlever idea, hey?" the 
lieutenant said. 

"Yea, sir," the ensign said_ 
'"But wouldn't we have seen 
the Russian approaching before 
he shot our plane down?" 

"JJori [ under estimate the 
Russians," the lieutenant said. 

One of the phones rant; in the 
office at LaGuftrdia wh^re 
Kramer and Donaldson were. 
Donaldson answered it, and 
when he hang up he nodded hii 
brad, almost in wonder. "Lou," 
hr said, "you were right " 

"What's that?'' Kramer said. 

"You said there wa* bound 
Co be imur.Krdy That was il" 

H Whafd they say?" 

"Message from the Signal 
Corps. An Air Force inter- 
ceptor SUlion heard from one 
of those civilian ground ob- 
servers. They say unofFiLully 
they hear from him all the 
rime. An old fellow on that 
island just south of Hattera*-" 

"Halteras?" Kramer said, 
and moved to the map. "Thaf s 
too far north." 

"Nol if he's not down, il 
isn't." 

"He saw him?" 

Joe Donaldson shrugged 
"Play it any way you want. 
Guy claims lac plane flew over 
hun in the rain, headed north, 
at about rive hundred feet." 

"When ?" 

"1 don't know," Donaldson 
said. "They said the guy was 
nearly a mile from the phone, 
but I guess he had a car. Calf 
it maybe fifteen minutes agu. 
twenty at the outside. Maybe 
less than that. 

"Apparently he's one of those 
old guys. You know. Know 
what he said about this one? 
Said he could set it with hii 
flashlight in the mn and all. 
So they asked him about ihr 
planes lights." 

"And?* 

"!!'- mi'I ir didn't have any/' 
"Waw!" Kramer said An- 
other phune rung, and he 
picked it up and said, "Kra- 
mer. Who'd you want to talk 
to?" He waited for a moment, 
then said, "Thai's what it said? 
All right. Look. Can you get 
me New York Air Traffic Con- 
trol on litis phone? Good! 
Risrht away. I'll hold on here." 
He covered the mouthpiece of 
the receiver with his free hand 
and said (O Donaldson. "Among 
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utlin ll.:rii>S. 1h.it repoM .up- 
„ pened Id be true," 
"What report? 1 " 
'The old man." 
"What!" 

I "Radnr. Virginia Bcu*h, 
I They jiiat pie ted him up.' 
"The plane?" 

Kramer nodded, .md (he 
otbrr phone rjng Donaldson 
[I grabbed ii unci look the newest 
report "Radar At Elizabeth 
' City and Beaufort corinnrung," 
he *aid aero** the rourn tu Kra- 
mer. ''Unidentified aircraft on 
their screens. Compass course 
just east of due north." 

Kramer nodded. _,iain- He 
was talking into hii ^hone now: 
. . and fruit - ** Jure all re- 
port! are phoned into this of- 
fice. Meanwhile, get me Wash- 
ington on the pbunc . . .** 
Donaldson hiti] hung up his 
I phone, but now it rang again 
and again he picked u up. He 
said, "What' Yes, Olonel. 
Yes, we just heard about it. 
What's that? Wait a minute.' 1 
In turn he covered the mouth- 
piece of his phone arid naid to 
Kramer, "Hey, Lou. The mili- 
tary." 

"What do ihey want?" Kra- 
mer said. 

"He wnnti to know if this is 
a definite identification, com- 
mercial aircraft." 

"No more definite," Kramer 
laid, "except that who else 
would ii be?" 

"Thai's what the Colonel 
waul* To know/ 1 

"I rive me that," Kramer said, 
and look, the phone. "Colonel, 
this is Kramer, New York . 
oh, Geurge, How you feel ? 
Yuh, wt'vr tfut it. just came 
in here. What? Oh, wait g 
minute, George, hold on for a 
second. You have an estimated 
Speed On" the aircraft?" 

He nodded into the phone. 
"Then ii> got to hr propel U- r- 
drivru. It's on count for our 
plarir, .md there are nu other 
commercial or livilian emit 
flight-planned in the area. Ali 
right, put it this way. There 
are others*, but ihey'rr all ac- 
countod for. What do you 
mean, potential enemy? You 
think thij is Pearl Harbor? One 
proprllrr-driven , . . t know, 
<jcorge. I know it only takes 
■ me. Ah, now, what is this crazy 
Lilkl What enemy is ijoidtf to 
fly a propeller plane north up 
the A rl untie conii in a rain- 
storm and where did hr uart 
from to begin wirh? Minmi?" 

lie sighed- "And what art 
you going m do abenji it? You 
military give me a swift pain. 
You upend millions of dollar* 
-fiji wring our how ro hit iome> 
liiint;. and nulnxiy ever s pencil 
a quarter figuring out how to 
avoid Retting hit. You've got 
jrfs and missiles thai can shoot 
down my plane in four seconds 
flat, but you haven't got a 
thing (hat can go up there and 
identify hini You've got jets 
on the ready, but they go too 
(ztt and my guy 1 * got no lights. 
They'd never even see him. 
What? How do ] know what 
he's going to do next? You 
think you've got troubles? 
Mine arr just beginning!" 

Thus the finl circle had conir 
fnlL What Ed Benson had 
guessed at. hack in A.T.C. in 
Jacksonville whrn Cloaiul 214 
first failed to report, was. all 
■ucrceding rumor -and guess- 
work to die contrary, simply 
the truth. It hud, as Benson 
had remembered, happened juit 
thai way to a commercial Bos- 
ton^Nrw York flight early in 
1956. Now it had happened 
to the Evcryinch. 

lTie radio and electrical ■ >.-«- 
trms were out. 

Artuiklly it was one system 
that had ihorted out. It hud 
shorted by accident, and MX 
through the doing of any per- 
son, least of fcH Herman Jonas' 
imaginative itep&on in Miami, 
whu had not the opportunity, 
the material, or probably, for 
thai rnairrr, the nrrvr w put 
his long-i ending visionary plan 
of sabotage into action. The 
boy had not got near the plane. 
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Continuing „ . . 

There- are in jII modern air- 
craft two wholly independent 
rJertrirul sybtenu. In the umc 
of the Boiton-New York flight, 
juil as in the rase ol the Kvcry- 
inrh now. there was nu loss of 
power The engines, on one 
electrical system, continued to 
run perfectly, with the mag- 
netos contiiiuiiiif to supply the 
necessary power for firing the 
5p.irk-plug5. Hydrnulic rue- 
tbanical rxiuipnicnt. such as 
rudder. Maps, landing gear, even, 
windshield wipers, continued to 
operate normally. 

But the second rlrrlriral sys- 
tem, governing the fuselage. 
Lights radios, and all compon- 
ents independent of the engines, 
remains wholly separate. It Li 
generated by altcmat.«n moun- 
ted on the engines themselves, 
but thesr power-plants have no 
tie-in with the electrical system 
required liy ihc engines — that 
is, the magnetos. 

And in the Boston-New York 
flight, jllm as now in Coastal 
iiii: these generators on the 
cngincSj which were indepen- 
dently supplying the aeroplane'* 
second eJettrieal system with 
their power, had shorted and 
gone dead* thus killing the 
lights, radio, inteicom, and tn- 
Urumeni-i, hut not afTeL'ting tbe 
plane s power plants in the 
slightest. 

The crew of the Evcryiuch 
knew out and knew exactly 
what had happened, though it 
was still a ma tier of guesswork 
on the ground. Mike Trace, 
the pilot, had decided not to 
try to turn Lark u> Miami, rve.n 
diough Jin trouble had hap- 
pened jiint a little time after 
take -off, He w;u not too con- 
cerned about other traffic in 
tile *ky — radar would see him 
turn around; rather, he was 
concerned about it, but more 
concerned nbo ut the weat her. 
Trying ts find bis way back in 
rain and clouds, without instru- 
ments, would be one of the 
more hazardous courses open to 
him. 

All but two »f his major u> 
sirumrciu. were out. The twu 
sutl functioning were of vital 
ujiportancr, but neither rould 
he reEte-d upon for certain ac- 
curacy in the absence of other 
corroborating instrumcniA and 
information. 

The magnetic compa>m was 
one of these instruments — true 
only as it* original sctring was 
true, becoming a little Into true 
all the time as the pUUMC headed 
northwards, coming closer all 
the timtj to the pole l"hr jires- 
sure altimeter was the other, 
operating as a barometer. Hut 
tliis gave a correct reading only 
if you knew Irojn other infor- 
ruatiun, including a radio alti- 
meter, what ibr sea-level baro- 
metric pressure was at (he point 
you were passing over. Ii yciu 
knew what sea- level pre&su re 
was, your baroinetrje ahimeter 
told you your height above 
sca'ieveJ, Mike '1'ruce did not 
knnw what aca-lcvel pressure 
was. 

What had he done ? He had 
drcided, apparently, to trust 
his operating altimeter to a cer- 
tain point, to come down at 
least a certain distance in an 
effort to see where he was. In 
coming down lie had at las( 
reached the point where the 
Everyirith literally disappeared 
from radar screens — be waj 
under the lip of nsttftr Jicaniion, 
having become the "low-Hying 
aircraft" that- the Ground Ob- 
SErvcr Corps was organised for 
the purpose of spoldng. 

Now he had made landfall 
Just south of llatteras, and his 
next move would be it matter 
of careJul choice. Unless he 
had some way of knowing for 
certain thai those on the ground 
knew exactly who and where he 
was. an attempted landing at 
some burly convenient airport 
would br riiky -assuming that 
he could spot Out airport and 
had in the flight cabin enough 
light from Elashlighu read his 
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airport rerognition rharts. A 
landing in ihe. water would be 
at least equally hazardous. If 
he continued to By lielow the 
ceiling in art effort to a.isure 
his own knowledge ol his 
position, hr ran other risks. 

At l^.Tit, if he regained suf- 
ficieni altitude to assume he 
tould be Hten again on radar, 
then uiher planes would be 
warned out of his path, and if 
anything else went wrong, if 
he iiatf to GOBSt down in Lhe 
ocean, the groundlings WCnlM 
have a recent idea of where he 
was. Betides, if unythitig did 
i^o wrong — an engine culling 
out, for instance — then the 
more altitude he had, the bet- 
ter hi* ihamr of deaiing witlt 
surJi emergency in flight. 



XJL.LL this h;id b«4B 
the pilof'n thinking, but now, 
at last, it began to coincide 
with ihr thinking of those on 
Ihc ground. Now they began to 
assume certain things. From 
the fact that he had been spot- 
led by a ground observer while 
underneath the radar, then seen 
■again on the screens, they knew 
he had climbed once rnorr. They 
assumed that he would not 
have done this unless he had 



L'nder the fire u instances, it 
was also, With equal certainty, 
the least hazardous. The safest 
thing the pilot could do, know- 
ing where he was, would be to 
go where he was, expected to 

so: 

LjiCuardib. 

It was nut through Mike 
Truce's brother Witlard thai 
the first announcement of the 
new development leaked this 
time to the public. On the 
.-iher hand, Wiltard's service* 
were doi needed this time, 
either. M Kent, vicr- 

president of Coastal Airlines, 
who bad so opposed the idea 
of rnakinR enrHrr infrmnatiun 
pnliliL. now saw to it person- 
ally thill the wire services were 
nrcritied immc-diulely. The 
in:ws that the plane was tioL 
down had to be made public 
a) soon as possible, though it 
did not remove Kent's bitter- 
ness that the earlier bulletins 
had got out. What was it he 
hud lold Willard Trace over 
the phone at the first indica- 
tion uf trouble? "I don't want 
the papers hearing about it - - - 
if he's up there and on course 
then there's nothing seriously 
wrong. M And events io this 
moment now proved him right. 
Not that bis airline wa« out of 
the wood by any means- Not 
that it wa* ytrt known for cer- 
tain, on the ground, what ex- 
actly had gone wrong with this 




hLH i:ecded in the purpose which 
caused hiin ta came down to 
begin will; — finding out where 
he was, He must have recog- 
nised the lights of Ocmcoke 
Rand Haiter.u .md the mainLiul 
to the left. 

And if he recognised where 
he was, then he must know 
something else. His magnetic 
compass was serving him well, 
because Orracoke and Hatteras 
were llmost directly on course 
fur tonight's mapped plan for 
Coastal 214. 

This, for the time being, was 
wlurc the ground assumptions 
left off. But another one was 
beginning to suggest itself. It 
was 1 1 range . f rnrsome in i ts 
way, and difficult to contem- 
plate, but it had to ho thought 
abouL. 

Coa*tnJ 214, if u rontinued 
on its present course, would he 
tffiteong the ifC4 of thr most 
heavily travelled air in the 
world — without lighth, with, 
out radio, without ihV ,lighte*t 
illumination from a rain- 
iloggcd iky. In this raped 
thhi wai the mint hxtiirdotui 
thing t-hc pilot rould di>. 



craft, or rxuciiy whrrt, how. 
or why; not that lhe most ptril- 
oui pan of thr journey did not 
still lie ahrad. Not even that 
tu.der ,tny conditions the utory 
would not h.'ivr had to roinc 
Ciu, later, anyway. 

But while iherr was life there 
was hope, and there w*l life 
now and an aircraft in (light, 
where before the radio and tele- 
vision had been proclaiming an 
.H'ran crash. 

So Kent saw to it the news 
agencies were notified. 

Then he piepared M leave 
lhe home of Felix Allerdyce le- 
go out to LaGuardus. 

Allerdyce said 10 him, •'Well. 
I'm happy for you."' 

"Why?" Kent said. 

"Well," Allerdyce iwid, "your 
Pbttfcfl hasn't crashed." 

"Not yet, it hasn'i. - Kent 
Mst) "When I il-iink of all 
those fish in car^o and that 
new contract and all those rti- 
Uuranuu" 

"It certainly makes you stop 
and think, dncsn'i it?" Aller- 
dyce said fecklcssly. "Well, I 
certainly hope everyihing comes 
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as yours." 

"Your sake? 1 ' Kent said, and 
Allrnrycr saw that he had said 
the wrong thing. 

"1 mean,'' said Allerdyce, "I 
was looking forward to some 
of those fish. I'm a erea< fan 
of Florida sea-food." 

"I just want to get that plane 
landed," Kent said. "That's 
all I want." 

•'Well, they have a preuy 
R-wd idea of his wherealiciuts 
now," Allerdyce said. "'Me can 
tome down any time now. 
Hcllr-uind in the wairr, launch 
his rafts, and everybody'll be 
s.ned " He thon.ifhl for a 
moment, ihen brichtencd. 
"Chances arc they'll get that 
cargo oft. too. A little water 
ne^er hurt a fish." 

Kent was looking at hnn. "if 
that pilot has shut on his mind, 
I II kill hire I'U kill him with 
my own hands." 

"Why?" Allerdyce said. 
"What's lhe mailer? Isn't it 
safest to . . . " 

"I lose an aeroplane that 
way. that's what's [hr matter," 
Kf-ni n r ,id. "Did lhat ever occur 
to thai stupid head of yours?" 

"Wr-ll," Allerdyce said 
thickly, "thinffs like thai arc in- 
sured, aren't dlcy? Just like 
.lnylhing else?" 

"Yes, it's insured," Kent 
said. "And, meanwhile, where 
tie. I get another aeroplane? 
You got an arwwcr for that 
one, loo?" 

"I wumit-r," Allerdyce said 
.ilinid. musingly. He had given 
up all hope of securing the 
(.'cwsl.il advertising account by 
now. "Supijosc the Army or 
somebody liad sotrjc i rigger- 
happy scarecrow somewhere 
who decided lhat thing oti ra- 
dar wasn't your plane, but an 
enemy plane instead. It might 
still happen, for all they tell 
you it won't." 

Kent stared at him. 

"Suppose the Army went up 
and shot it down,'' Allerdyce 
said "Would your insurance 
policy pay off? 

"Oh, good heavens!" said 
Kent, and headed for the door. 

"Good-nifilit, Marshall," Al- 
lerdyce called after him "The 
pleasure was mine. ' 

And he turned and went 
over to the television act and 
switched ii on, and the first 
thing he got was his headache 
commercial. 

From a news agency's stand- 
point, the story now was more 
exciting than ever. 

Neither Glolial Press nor any 
odier ot-ws organisation knew 
all ol the data thai went into 
it. Thoy did not grasp the 
significance ol the simple -fact 
that the plane, when spotted, 
was on course. They did noi 
know lhat auxiliary equipment, 
Rscn as rudder and wheels, was 
in working order. Some ol 
Ibese things they could noi 
have been expected to know. 
Otlierj they could have deduced 
with a little logic. II the plane 
had gone down, then gone up 
again, il 11 least made sense 
that whatever it was thai made 
U aeroplane go up and down 
was operating properly 

But, aside from ihe techni- 
calities, they knew a story 
when Ihey saw it. and rarely 
had they seen onr like this. 

The new lead front the type- 
writer of Harry Timmons ul 
CJ.P.A. said what all ihe news 
services were saying now: 
BULLETIN NEW LEAD 
ALL PLANE. 

A FOUR ■ ENGINE 
COASTAL AIRLINES 
PLANE WITH SIXTEEN 
PERSONS ABOARD IS 
FLYING NORTH ALONG 
THE HEAVILY TRAV- 
ELLED AIRWAYS OFF 
THE ATLANTIC COAST 
TONIGHT — W J T HOUT 
LIGHTS, WITHOUT 
INSTRUMENTS, WITH- 
OUT H.AD10. 

FLARED EARLIER TO 
HAVE CRASHED IN THE 
RAIN- TOSSED SEA. THE 



PLANE IS NOW VLSI RIP 
ONCE MORE, THOUGH 
ONLY ON RADAR. ' 

APPARENTLY THP 
PLANE. WHICH Has 
FOUR CHILDREN 
AMONG ITS TWEI VE 
PASSENGERS, DLSr'l-N 
DED FOR A TIME lV 
DKRNEA1H 1 HE F.r'FEf' 
TTVE SWEEP OF CIR. 
CULATING R a D A R 
CONES OF THE EAR I'll 
AS THE PILOT 
MICHAEL TRACE OF 
ROSI.YN HEIGHTS NY 
SOUGHT TO GET UN- 
D E R N E A T 11 THE 
CI. OL DS TO FIND OUT 
WHERE HE WAS. IN SO 
DOING. HE WAS SPOT- 
TED, THE AIRLINE 
SAID. BY A LONELY 
MEMUER OF THE 
GROUND O H S E RVER 
CORPS, AT HIS POST 
IN THE DRIVING PLAIN 
ON CAPE HATTERAS. 

WILVr THE FATE OF 
THE PLANK WILL BE 
NOW IS A QUESTION 
THAT HAS OFFICIALS 
RELATIVES, AND 
FRIENDS OF THOSE 
ABOARD. AND. INDEED, 
THE ENTIRE NATION 
FRANTICALLY GUESS- 
ING . . . AND HOPING 

ABOARD THE PLANE 
ARE THE WIFE AND 
CHILD OF TONIGHTS 
SENSATIONAL BOXLNC. 
STAR ALBIE WEBBER. 
WHO . . . 

Timmons couldn't get Web- 
ber any higher than that Ihii 
time around, but nobody took 
him to task lor il. Max Wild, 
lhe general manager ol G.P.A., 
did runic out of his office 10 
raise a litde discreet yell about 
lhe quality of the lead. 

"You can make l( more ex- 
citing than that," he told the 
re-write man. 

"Come on, Max," Timmons 
said. "Nobody has lo manu- 
facture excitement for this one. 
It's built in, I'd say." 

"Let me at the typewriter 
for a moment," Wild said He 
sat down, thought lor a min- 
utr, ihen wrote: 
first new lead 
a giant ghosi in ihe sky- - 
a hlackcd'Out four-engine 
coastal air lities plane flying 
without lights, instreunents, 
ox radio — tonight is grop- 
ing a desperate northward 
path 

"No, wait a mlinitr," Wild 
said, and tried the last tine 
again. 

tonight is groping blindly 
northward through black 
rain clouds over the mid* 
atlantic seaboard, carrying 
twelve passengers, four of 
them children, and a crew 
of four toward an unknown 
fate. 

"What do you think?" Wild 
said now. 

"It needs work," Timiii.ms 
said, bul he was on lhe defen- 
sive. The "ghost in the iky" 
and the "groping blindly" were 
good. "And you don't have 
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fly EVE II I L L I A K D 

For week beginning December 29 
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AS I READ \ 
the STARS 



ARIES 

The Enrn 



MARCH fl-APHTL TO 
<* LucIit number Lhli >■•••'.< 9 
Lanky iolor for lore, red. 

Ohin»;jnK «g1ori. red, ere}- 
Luckj dsys, Tueoday, Tburi 
Luck Hi a ilr-ajTLji l:c moment 



if PeapJc y:l]L notice you. Whet Kef 
you are -arrlrlnu nr ieavlnii ruu'Ll 
hold ihe oentrr pf the stagf H-ir 
ihflcn will tta wrst and. tear on 
v ■ > u r nfivoiiE. iyjitrm, to try to 
rest If you If In Icrr, do not 

argue when auUi are tired or *x 
h misted. Tou'r* bound tr piny to 
the ealiery; tbli mre.ru you nsei] 
vitality plu* Your miUBua] 
vfvaclly wUl leave ILi mark.. 



Mf TAURUS 

" ' TV R.iH 



AF1LEL tl -MAT JO 
, Lucky number Ihli vert. T. 
.ititfcy nolor fur lav?, panic La. 
CramTj.injr, colore, tricolor! 
Lucky diy*. TumliJ, Friday 
Lust tn a holiday. 



a 



* Tli ore Wltl btr tiinr for lllfUfc, 

M'.rltilT VQU I^CDd Lt lit hOrTLB Ot 

«vpj If at- hnmt. rcdure j, 
work to * minimum j have break- 
fail m bad If you cam Portal 

nil Cirri ibd rfijtiy your hnlliim 
A touch or romanre nmy hi art - 
Hitrit Che eytntHKa. if ioat mar- 
ried, your mate mn> nwd c-o*x- 
UIr LdSo ■ Ulllr inf. But oner 
atarted y«u reeapturr romunvr 



GEMINI 

Thr Tv ills 
JUT tt-JUME !1 



S Lucky Dumtwr this. week. 0- 
urfcy color for love. nary. 
OattlGiJnfr colors., navy. green 
Lucky day v. Wc-rlnn-ilM, FrL 

Luck m a T""J»at^ vntur* 



* On one special oc* ftti or. you'll 

Ou tetter on your awn than mill 
a partner or a croup. Tell DO one 
about ycur plan, no matter huW 
yrm may bo Irrupted. Whether 
ymi inl«rj to catch th*- artcJi- 
Uon of a fanclrmurirj si ranker 

buy property or a place to UVr. 
dotl'l Lell r\rn your beel rriHnd 
until viiu re ihn n-lnner. Success 
lies In Itcepmir your own counseJ 



CANCER 

TheOah 



mil 



4 Lucky number this wpRk 9. 
Liifhy color f»r I*i«-"C, r«t, 
QamfjHug eolorn. rune, bla-k. 
Lucky days. Moniry. Friday 
LUcV arnon^ penults. 



In a crowded, piece you, may 
id a loft article or a ium at 
manec 1 . floclnl « flair i can lead, to 
a bunneu matter and a -vnrr real 
opuvrlunlty Vour family sack 

you tip tn regard tn an artibllion 
whir I: mearJa I'verjlhlng ro ypu 
For nihry, n weddlnit la In night 

Enjoy Lbeaei dayj of nf-r r ■ ■ >■ It. ■ 
for£UCt«n hapTiliices. You haw 
n*Ttr got on ofltier with u*op]r 



LEO 

Thr l inn 



JUV SS-AfJGUflT t9 
* Lu, "ky number mi.t week. 1 
Lucky color fnr ia i :v hrowo. 
OanrbJlriK rolun brrjwji, areen. 
Lucky dayn. Thundaj. Siprtday 
UlCk in vltalHy 



* Willi* ot'nrr-. are worn «-.;\ 

wllbi ffshvltiei you'll want more. 
Nollilnr, li 'oa much trouble when 
It cornea tnimotDlnfl on a 
'.arpc or amatl acalc If a parrel. 
HQ r rh ltd mi will br on tnp of 
the ■*"■*■! If ",ir .'v Eree, you =;■■ 
r.atnp. hi; wtth A group, holp to 
bttllrl a brach houne, -it ttlvr your 
servicn where 1<-B!i eitri^tpd. 
Tour cumpany u nou.irh- after 



VIRGO 

The Virgin; 

ATTGITST W-BETTEMBEttlS 
* Lucky number tbl» wrtk. 4 
Lqcky c^ilor TDr ^ove urange 
□atilbliaa; rulorn orange, brown. 
Lucky davs. WednesJay, 0al 
LucK In romance 



4 A loach of romAQCa uakea al! 
t world tin If a teenager, 
you rsperleuCr that flnt love, 
and, wnetber you marry or &nt, 
It wilt never toe farcoEten II 
oltfrr. llamoroua dates are llkpb 
lo laid to the altar Young mar- 
ried! enjoy pArtv-gotDjr tonrtber 
While Older folk liavf far trior? 
■oelal life than tnmal. OtimeH and 
PAJitlm» are 1 wr!1 upnried 



LIBRA 

Tie Rafaacc 



srcrTEMBtit s^-orTomnft & 

* Lurky number i:. ■ week, 9. 
Lucky color (cr |qve, white 
GamhJic'x colura. white, orangi 
Lucky daya, rbur«day p Friday 
Luck in the new year 



* TllOae to WbuiU IL'jH has uot 
in ■ i tao kind can took forward 
now to a better deal They harr 
reached the. end, nf a c yclr 
Tbrre'a a freah wind blowing 
fi!]p<l with opportunity The Hist 
IndlcatlouB are thcrje now. If an 

old lore afTj.tr hfte faded owuv or 
a former activity lost appeal r you 
itar!. from acratdi with 
N>i frlendj enlor your life 



tyfc SCORPIO 

The Scorpian 

OCTdBFlB S4 NOVEMBfiB K 

R Lucky n timber tills wetk. 1. 
Hl'ky cakir for lore, yellow 
Clamfc int calory, yellow, grey 
Lui'kt davi Ejaturdav . Sunday 

Lu k in Invrmcion. 



* Perhapa you tan I do quite 
what you want in regard to a 
nntlday, but nn eiceUent n.ib-'i 
tute li elo> to be overlooked sc 
ocd beat often came* -A on !■ ;■ 
four [nipiratlotl aerrai you wo: I, 
Tfou »re tun strong a cheracN?r 
to bf flat trued., so make: vn'.ir 
holiday a aucceai by uainy imaj- 
tnafcinn, llndlntt unuaual territory 
to ejcnJors. 



SAGITTARIUS 

) ™~ 3 The Archer 

J ,VOVBW»tlt a^DECEMBEB SO 

t Uicky oumbdr '■: week, n 
Lucky or Lor for lave, blue 
Gambling colors, blue. -roae. 
Luefcy daya. Tuei-clay, Hat 
Lurk m getting your way. 



* Your own Ideas will rule-. 'Fata" 
uy. frlonda will hare tr; m Ln with 

your plans but revolts will oleaac 
Ihem fer&onal and JiOuachold 
affairs run amoothby. alrhou K ri 
rhlldren may cause worry Lhrnugii 
minor upr.cb If uwar from 
home, Ln -- s * • that all take a fair 
ahare of weric. If enjtmie-J on a 
family project, enthualaam 6quM 
run AW Ay with you. 



CAPRICORN 

Thd Orjiaf 

tlF.CEMInEB tI-JANUtt*T Iff 



* Uirky number thb week. I 
Lucky color for tort, black. 
QanihlLut cnlnrt black blur 
J-u'ky dftyji. Moiit'.nv. Wrt. 
Licek in popularity. 



w Thrre t| :-uch a choice of soclll 
activity, (imnn'menta , that It he 
comxE bewlHtcrinx. Once on the 
rfiefry-zO-ruund you apltl eO faai 

thAl r ',' hard to kvep coutro 
Your usually serlfHu aldr rueft int? 
the dlacard and, ycurnr or old vnn 
let yourarlf no You act imput- 
ulirely, going oil to narLa un- 
known. en]oyLtkg frerdutn Jrum 
Lhr ord.lrj ary rou nd 



AQUARIUS 

The WatrrhtarfT 

JASCAJlY t M'-J-'.l t;:v it 
+ Lueky nutnoer HI- wcelc r V. 
Luciy color for love atlvei 
pambllUK colon, allver colli 
Lucky davi, Wednuxday Son. 
Luck ih a new deal. 



ir Surface saJaiy m»s hlilr youi 
reel Ihouflbts. OulwardJy brtghT. 
enerceilc. underneitb you may 
bv medtlitma' chunpet. Tlie 
greaier yuur dt«'."antent the marc 
awkt'j; ynu will rench drcialozia. 
determine .m a new guaL. fiewart- 
of aasumlnK bunSeiia not your*. 
*nt) too hr-nvy for you to beer 
I^jve affuin may he \ti a itntc 
of flui 



PISCES 



Thr Fish 
**»rtj*iiy so-WARm so 

f,,^^ nltinb er tbli week. 3 
Lucky co i aT for l0 „ v|t)[f , r 

CJambliriK colori, vlotrl. itev 
L-UtSty (Jay,. Mondny. Salurriny 
LUtk in y U trloor life 



* Your iljrn ta a water lUtn; 
iwihtini.njt w a tonic for tired 
nerves, will «lva you a neu lease 
Of life. If you go Camping you'll 
be happy to acrap formality, lave 
a caaual ilfe Knmnncen bprlQi; 
Up ovrrnmht amOUt the yoilntr 
and intpreuNioiiahlo. but many 
muy not extend hevond the hoLl- 
dA>'i Oroup uuEines, plcnleE, 
sporting fixtures under kind iuHi 



a. I a ^Irallar. Wm-HIt prearoU tbi< aalmlDelrai diary ■ 

JIliAJL V" ** tBt *™* o»'r williaat oreoriflrifi any re«p»n«tri II 1 ■ ■ 
wiiAtrveT far the ualrmriWa ronlalnrd In It ] ~ < 



t ha I el emcn t of h ea vy t raJTi r, 
that T had in my leari." 

Shortly, the new venion was 
going utit over the wir«: 

BULXETIN OPTIONAL 
LEAD PLANE 

A GIANT GHOST IN 
THE SKY — A BLACKED- 
OUT FOUR - ENG1NED 
COASTAL AIRLINES 
PIjVNE KLYlNte WITH- 
OUT RADIO. INSTRU- 
MENTS, OR LIGHTS 
TONIGHT IS GROPING. 
BLINDLY THROUGH 
THE MURK OVER 
THE ATLANTIC: SEA- 
BOARD WITH THE PATE 
OF ITS OWN 16 OCCU- 
PANTS — AND THAT OF 
THOSE ABOARD COUNT- 
LESS OTHER PLANES IN 
THE HEAVILY TRAV- 
£ LL E D SEABOARD 
VICINITY - A FEAR- 
SOME qUESTION. 
Fur all the nicety of phras- 
Utg, Hrirry Timmona liked his 
own alary belter. It wbj sim- 
pler. Bcjidcs, Mux VVtid him- 
self had formula (ed o rule .11 
G-P-A. — no lead sentence 
ahould exced 3U wurdi in 
le/igth. This one. which Wild 
hod bath suggested and ap- 
provedj hud fifty-ftix words — 
toun t *cm_ 

Like the balance valve in a 
wiilrr- line. Bon Gammon now 
was getting the new* from lhr 
place where earlier he had been 
feeding it. One of the night 
men In the ncw»rc4>in had 
phoned him the new bulletin. 

"He's stiJI in the sky," Ben 
said to Emmy, hanging up the 
phone. 'Tin gf"ins to make, 
myself a drink.'* 

"Hr'i alive/' Emmy naid. 
"He's safe?" 

'Tie's alive/ 1 Ben said, "and 
a lot nafer than htr't been up lu 
now; far ru> wr could fell, any- 
way." He went over and put 
his hands on her shoulder*, and 
it win in tisel/ 2 closer arid 
uiurr meaningful touch than the 
two af them had had al any 
time before when they were to- 
gether. IrunnMlJy, it came not 
only coincidenl lu, hut brrause 
ol. the news thai Mike was 
safe. tf 

Sufc up to thii point, at 
Iraat. Gammon told hrr what 
the sittutian wai, exactly as 
hr had heard il from hii office, 

I'hen she said. "Whai will 
hapfjen now?" 

"Thai/* Cammun said, "no* 
InnJv knuws. But Td *-iv lii.s 
chances were awful good." 

She smiled and nodded her 
head. "Make me a drink, too, 
Ben V 

"Mmhmm?" he laid, mov- 
ing towards the kitchen. 

"Mukr il ■ stiff one." 

"t didn't know you fiocw 
thr difference." 

"I don 1 !, 1 ' 

"Bnl ihis ii an 04'casion/' 
[ he said. Hp stopped and 
thought for a moment "What 
vtM that name ynu called me 
before?" 
I "You? 1? A name?" 
f "You look prelty when you're 
{ bewildered/' Ben said, and re- 
i erossed the room and, wiiliout 
f warning and wi t ho 11 1 RtuOf * 
I th:u hr could think of. kissed 
* Emmy 6rst on the tip of the 
I nose and then on lhr mouth. 
1 ai once artfully and artlessly, 
and turned once more and went 
back 10 the kitchen Neither 
of thrm, At iht» moment, could 
fight down the exhilaration and 
lhr feeling thai now, no mat- 
ter what, Mike Trace and die 
Evrryinch would be aaie. 

"The poet." Ben fund "The 
one I knew the dates for." 

"Oh," she said from the tiv- 
jng-roorn. "Swinburne. Alger- 
non Charles." 

"That's right." Ben flnid. 

"I'm going bo turn tip the 
television," Ac called. 

"Thr-rr might be some news," 
Gammon said. "Maybe from 
A. P. or somebody. Let'i see 
what thr oppusiiiunt are say- 
ing." 

Emmy tried a few different 
itatiom. and bv the time Ghm- 



ConUnuing . . , 

uion was back in the living- 
room with the drinks »hc had 
Found one in rnid-broadcaaL of 
.1 bulletin about the plane. 

". . . hemic pilui," the an- 
nouncer was saying, "refused 
to (urn back (o Miami even 
though the trouble was discuv- 
ered ai early as it was, so as 
not to run the chance of col- 
liding with another aircraft in 
the cluudj over busy Miami 
Airport Meanwhile, (he ..." 

They listened m it all. When 
the announcer wai through, 
Gammon said to Emmy, 
"IIctc'i your drink." 

"Good, Here's to — to what?" 

"Mike, Your ftyboy," 

"The whole plane, too," 
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jeel ii to ftvoid doing damage 
to other planes, then the longer 
he iiayi up in the air the more 
planet he has a chance of hjt- 

litig." 

* L L*t rue ask you ButnethinK." 
G^rnmon said 10 her, "You for 
this guy or against him?" 

"Oh, I'm for hirn, I'm for 
huu,' Emmy laid "But he's 
rfemg Ins job It iwi 1 lieroLsm. 
Is it?" 

"I rather think in a way it 
is, ' (.amnion n-uid. "I don't 
know why I m saying ihb, but 
UtaL'i what I think " 

"It's hard 10 think of Mike 




Emmy said. "The rest of the 
crew. The passengers.". 

"No. Just to Mike. He's a 
hero," 

"A hern?" Emmy said. 

"The television just said so." 

"That's right," Emmy said. 
"It did. didn't it 3 Because 
be didn't turn back lo Miami. 
So he wouldo't hit another 
plane." 

"Righln." fiammon said He 
did not wait fur the toftsi, hut 
drank deeply 

"Bui he "a not a hero." 
Emrnv said "Not fur that." 

"No?" 

"No. If he was going to hit 
another plane, that means his 
own plane would be hit. too. 
So he must have done it as 
much for his own sake as uny- 
body else' s." 

"WeTl, 1 hat a one itinking 
way or Looking at it/' Gam- 
mon said. "If you don't mind 
my saying so.'' 

"I don't mind your taying 
so," Emmy said. "And besides, 
ii would seem to rue if bin «•!>- 



in any kind nf trouble," Emmy 
said. "You don't," she said 
solemnly and clearly. "Tovc a 
man because he's a hero or hc'i- 
not a hem. You lovt him Lo- 
calise you love him. not be- 
cause of umnetlung they have to 
say aboul him on television." 

"Bfiuusr he's juit your Bill," 
Givminon tnid. 

"Shut up,'' she suid t<> him 

"Oh, no/" he aaid. "Don't 
say shut up Just when I re- 
membered poetry hy Swin- 
burne, you tell me rthut up." 

"Quote poetry by Swinburnf. 
then/ she said "Bui br quiet 
about everything else." 

"Ah," he said archly, ".mil 
suppose the poetry alto has to 

da wiih wCTything w ' 1 '' 

arch foh notations." He waved 
his glass- "Business between 
the lines," 

"You sound lik«" yuu kn^w 
the whole poerru" 

"I don'l." 

"I have- some Swinburne in 
a book." Emmy said "On that 
shelf over there somewhere." 
She settled herself on the couch. 



"Go find il and then tome her 
and nit next 10 me. and reai 
me the whole poem. 1 ' 

He went and found the boo 
on the shelf; looked through ■ 
and found what he was lookin; 
for, 

"The title/* he iaid, "is 'A 
Parting ." 

" 'At Parting'?" 

"Yes You know. Parting 
Lrave-talung. Going away.* 1 

"Am 1 mpjjoM" to re.id some 
thing between thoae lines?" 

"It's only one Line so lar 
You have to have more iJtai 
one line in order to read be 
1 ween" 

"Ah," she said. "Dialectic/ 

"That's whai the girl said t> 
Sergeant Warden in Tron 
Here to Eternity/ " Gamtnoi 
^aid. "From listening to thr 
resi of their conversation, yut 
wouldn't dream either one o 
them knew what "dialectic 
meant." 

"Do you ?" 

"No. Do you?" 

"I'm waiting for the poem/ 
Emmy said. 

"All right/' he said. Hi: 
voice became louder. M Al 
right." Then he read tht 
poem: 

her a day and a night Loin 

sans t0 vs, piaytd with hi 
Folded us ruund /mm th< 

datk and fnr light; 
And our hearts rcrfr fulfilled o, 

thr mailt he mad* with ut 
Made with put hrarti and om 

lipj whiU hr stayed itili 

US, 

Stayed in mid-pttiiage hi 
pinions from flight 
hoi a day and a night 

From his toes thai kept watch 
with his wing: had ht 

hidden us, 
Coveted ui time frntn ttu 

* ,<■ that Mould snult, 
Ffoitt thr feet that had trackaa 

and the tunguei thai hao 

chidden us 
Sheltering in xhade ot th t 

myrtles farbtdden us, 
Spi'it and flesh growing ttU$ 

with deltght 
For a day a mght. 

But hit Mtltfi will not re it and 
Ao feet will not tiny for us: 
Morning ii here m (hr joy 
of itt might; 
With his brrnth ha.< hr twtet- 
tned j n igh r art H a day 
far us ; 

Am>« let him pais, and th* 
myrtles make usay fot ar; 

Lape can but last in us here 
at hii height 

F07 a day and a right. 

After he had finished, neither 
of them said anything for a 
lime. Finally, Emmy said 
"You mean the part about the 
wings." 

"Nol necessarily." he said 
"Necessarily." she said. 
"What was that ibout 'not 
rot' V' 

Gammon consulted the book. 
To page i8 



THE LAUGH WAS ON 



Here are lliiA week's winner* in The Laugh Wan On M**. Each 
wtft we awaril £2/2/- caeh (or the Iwu beot i-ntri. -. 




J WAS vtat riling J children's mannequin 
parade at uur rhuirh fete. I clEtppeil 
rnthiiAia.^tir.-illy as raeS child ap|>earetl 

Then a little girl appeared wrarinu iht- 
dr<r»s I had made. Modrny forbade ro' 
rn ;ipplaud my nwn work. Thr lady nt'xl 
to mr nctired my surHen tilenc& She 
leaned toward* me rnnhrtenii.il Iv and 
whispered: 

"I tliinlt rhai one i& dreadful, too." 

£2/2/- to "Ifeflatni" (name supplied). 
Kedrnn. Brisbanr. 

• Svnd yttur entrfe* fo T/ie Lau^h R h* 
On M*. Th* .iuitrutitui Women'* 
ITerfc/r. Hot 40SK. <;.P.O„ .SrJnej. 



third bahy was due m a few werL\' 
time. 

My two sorts i r i • i 1 were having a quiet 
luiirh tngrther and I derided it would 
be a goiid lime to break (he gond news 
In them. Hoping to stop any fuiihr i 
chatter with sehool paK I told ihem it 
would br a wonderful serret between u* 

Houn later, probably after mm Ii 
thought, one Httlt lad apptoarhed me 
and in a very hushed ' voire Aaid- 

'Xiee, Mum, have vnu told Dad anv- 
thing absiut ihis?" 

£2/2/. lo Mrs. B. Hailstone, Willinura, 
S.A. 

■ 
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" 'His winy will not rest and 
his feet will not slay (or u*'," 

"I suppose 'us' is you ft 1 "' 
file," Emmy said, "and the 
w are Mikr'v' 

' Unnk up drmk," Ben 

Gammon said to her. 

"You know everything! dun t 
you?" she wmA. 

"For a long line 1 thought 
I knew everything " 
"You found out you didn't ?" 
■1 found out 1 didn't " 
h DW it ttUEe any differ- 
ence?" 

' ■ N W kno win k or rea I Lung 
yuu didn't know? 7 ' 
"Httth Neither." 
"Oh! The only things you 
didn't know turned out to he 
thins;* thai didn't matter, (n- 
: nr.if. I*:- Ktlld nothings." 

"No. It was just thai 
whether 1 knew everything or 
rlirtn i know everything, it 
didn't make much difference 
one wiv hi Ihc other Who was 
I going to tell?" 
"1 don't know/' Ernniy said, 
I'm not jure I follow this. Are 
you making sense?" 

"Maybe MLkr Trace would 
I know. There's a fclta makes 

J I «IHP, M 

Edward, the night ropy boy 
.J at Global Pirss in New York, 
! (.utiir up io Hurry Tlmmous' 
■ desk and said, "There'i a man 
I rmtiidh- and hr'» trying." 
'He's what?" 
"He's crying." 
I farry Tirtunonj passed a 
[Kind in fronl *if hi\ face. "I 
don't know what v 011 ha\e to 
, do to make a simple living 
I around here. Who does he 
want to see?" 

"Somebody uhoui thr plane." 
What* hr doing again?" 
'He's crying," Edward said. 
"Ynu better lend him in 
here,'" llrnmons Mid, nnd Ed- 
ward went cul into the watl- 
ing-rootn by the elevators and 
iBuir back with ft little man 
who had a grey wit and a 
moustache. The little man had 
indeed been frying. Hi* eyes 
were ri rr led with red, and 
when hr spoke his lower lip 
quivered: hui hii voire was 
ennt tolled rnmigh. 

"I was in a bar in ihr neigh- 
borhood," hr said. "J just 
heard ahnui n They mid rnr 
| rui'd know up here. 11 He 
looked pleadingly at Tiiwiiotu. 
f| "Is ihe on il V" 

Timnioni said gently, 
I "Who?" 

'My wife," the man said. 
"Do you want tn tit, down? 11 



Wedding 
Day 

Your professional racial 
and your truly natural 
make-up ls pkinneo . 
Eye shadow that will en- 
hance beauty but not be 
detected . . and nuthing 
too vivid. Now for the 
hectic going away change. 
Yuu will feel fluttered and 
dusty &o sup out of your 
clothes and, with a cloth 
Wrong hi lemon delpli, 
nufckjy rub your whole 
body, and smooth over 
with oil of ulaiv Freshen 
the face the came way 
(missing the eye make- 
up). A little ulan, pow- 
der and rouge, and there 
you are, more fresh and 
beautiful than ever . . , 
Marparef MerrU. 



SchoH 

ittmloit where Inn 
hint mow A wu£- 
Tiinntr tiifcJiitiii itf 
|jlr\ hum 
<*w* int. VKtfhf* 

and ptmcvt% cat- 

i ■ promts 

ti*irntit|r md icrt- 

iK-inr»i. m. 

lui Sim .■■>■! wV 

"ten, 4i Chvfmvtv 

VBTfV ahOC llfji. 
" *w» f>M+a Mo* 
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Continuing • - . 

tlnuaosa said. "Edward, why 
don ! you bring this man a 
ghiu of water?" 

thai would br wonderful, 
thank yuu," the little man said- 
1 [c took out a handkerchief 
and blew hi* nose loudly "I'm 
wirry I ni DMUtiafl a sj>ei tat.Ic-" 

i i m mo tin smiled a soft 
smile. "We have every trawm 
to hop* Tor the plane." 

V<nJ'ic sure it didn't crash?" 

"That'i right." 

"1 hey mid mr dowTist^iis 
ihey weren't *ure " 

"No, ' ' Tujimon* said. He 
reached for the topy lpike. "I 
can show yuu the btfett bul . 
Mr jtupped. It iu« urrrd tu hirn 
that the cold, barciacpd news 
t*opy T especially :ls it had hrtn 
1 1 r H mrt-d by Max Wild, was 
mil the iiireii thinjf in the 
world to show the hu.if.und of 
one of ihe passengers Tim- 
uioiik r*:iiliw!d, n'i'ii in thinking 
ihif., that this same copy was 
being read ov<-r r.idio and trlc- 
. -i •• the nation tnrr; hot still, 
here in tliis personal gfSMf- 
phere, il MWmcd deeply wrong. 
Him another thought came to 
tiiui, 4nd he said, "First, you 
haven't evrn told me your 
name." 

The othei man iLircd ut him 
for ,i rnumcnr Thrn. in rnrn- 
prehemiion. hf took Dtti his wal- 
[rt ^nd slowly extracted one of 
h in priii trd tarda. He *eem?d 
to have immense patience, act- 
ing a« one might alter deBnite 
nrws of Bj de^th. 

rhe card said: 

K L SHERMAN 
!Jum,i:i Hair ("Joodj 
Flatiron Hinldingt Nrw York 

K f adin g the card, Har ry 
TiiLunun*' ryrt grew Uige, and 
ir t<Hjk in immense feally to 
ih-rnriini m keep him from aik- 
ing outright what human h.iir 
goodi were. Instead, he said, 
Wtfl, let me see. Was your 
wife suppused tn be frying back 
from Miami tonight? 17 

"f think ui," tltr litt!c man. 
named Sherman said. 

"You think su t" 

"Y«," Sherman said, and 
now he began to cry openly. 

"Well, let's rheik thr list," 
Thnmonj. said, and went down 
the list with his finger. He 
\aid, "l*h-huh. Mr^. K. I.. 
Shrrnuiu, New York City." 

"Thai 1 1 Dorothy." the man 
!"nd, and buried bis head in his 
hands. 

Harry Tiinmom Itmked 
around for j moment Edward, 
I he ccipy boy, was there with a 
paper r up ii lied wi l h wfi ler. 
1 "Edward," 'i'imtnonj uud to 
him. "lei you and 1 take Mr 
Sljrnii.ii. here Into Mr. Wild'i 
office. ■ 

He hrtit over Ihe tittle man 
and wid. "Let's go inude where 
wr ran grl you aorur thing.. Mr 
Sh«man "Jin- last report* we 
have are that the plane is a.11 
right. We can kcrp you up 
to the- minute with all the 
nrws." 

'"Dorothy," K. I., Shrrman 
said. "Dorothy." He sobbed 
helpJruLy as Timmont took tklj 
arm ana led him toward Max 
Wild's inner office. 

"Bdward," 'I'immons said t 
"go ahead and tell Mr. Wild 
we're coming." 

Edward swallowed and went 
ahead, and Max Wild was wait- 
ing at the door of hii office 
when Tiuiniocii got there with 
the bcnfl K L Shemian Wild 
was thr kind or man who re- 
acted and adapted moxt cjijitkly, 
and he was ready to help guide 
Mr. Sherman io the couch in- 
side 

"Thii is Mr. Shrrman," 
^arry Timmons said. "This t> 
his card.'" He save the rjrd 
to Wild, and Wild looked al El 
and then looked nt Timmons. 

His wife is on the plane,' ' 
Timinoni said, i Nohody p.iid 
attention to how raiity and uni- 
versally Coastal 2H lud be- 
come by now merely The 
Plane. I "He heard about it 
and came up here for news." 

"Well, of course, Mr, Shrr- 
man." Man Wild said. Tour 
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wifn ffoing to be all right 
May I get you something tu 
.Iruikr 

"Dorothy," K. L- Shrrman 
mumbled brokenly. 

\ea, mdeed, Wild *aid 
uuLKJthlv ' Kvi'iyihing s going 
io be jmt hue, Mr Sherman. 
Human hair goods, hry? Musi 
in- lasciniiting, Mr. Sherman, 
fascinating. I'm Max Wild, the 
general manager oJ (Jlotial 
Press Kitmri 

Harry I unrnons and Edward, 
the tupy boy. closed tht: door 
on their way out- Mentally, 
hr noted die time and calcu- 
lated it would takr Max Wild 
nu niLtrr ih«n twcnly trnnut.'* 
\\i net a human interest story 



give the pilot a visual fix — 
that would account for his 
steady OOUncj alio fur the fact 
thai he was by now as far be- 
hind schedule as he was. 

Kramer and Donaldson, in 
Lhe lower now at La(j uardia, 

talked about it. 

lid better rome down 
pretty soon. Kramer sittd. 

' 'Maybe he is/ ' Donaldson 
said "Smnrhudy on lhal plane 
mutt have a wrist watch.' 

"That's true,' 1 Kramer said. 

"If he n;<t>yntsed llatteras 
he'd know how long it took him 
to act there from Miami," Don- 
alds.jn said. 'Tie hgurca in 
hi* Lime lost descending and go- 
ing back up agaiu. keeps Tut 
speed as constant as he can 
without knowing if the wind 
shifts or not. That way be 




"fur goWn****' T'ht . 



Frp.d . I wiii h you 'd practise nn 
twine hilt I" 



Pago 48 



human hair interest story?) un- 
der the by-line of K. I,. Sher- 
mun. Ii would make a fine side- 
bar to die main plane story for 
Ihr G P. A. wires. 

He noticed t hat in his nb- 
sc nee somebody else had 
handled a news box about the 
l.irhiT -if njif ,i* ihe ^rhr?r occu- 
patiLi of Cloasud li 1 -V It WU 
a cute item. William Cold- 
stcmc, father of Marvin Cold- 
stone, whu was the flight en- 
gineer on the Bvcryinch, had 
]U5t now landed ar LaCiuarrlia 
on the Right from Kansas City 
(iuldmonr the elder did not 
h ea r a lx> 1 1 1 the tro ub 1 e wi rh 
Coastal 2 14 unti 1 hr strpprd 
off rhr plunc at the end of hii 
journey. 

Now il was past midnight, 
and radar watched the Every- 
\tudk and uiarvrFFed that the 
plane deviated not at all from 
QOWTIC 1 hough he rould be un* 
drr the clouds by now — lhe 
ceiling ranged up to 2UC0). 
Coastal 214 was just of! thr 
shoreline, fifty inilra south of 
Atlantic City. New Jersey, and 
in New York, A T C: waichrd 
and waited. 

For the three metropolitan 
jirjmrts— Nrwark, La J Juordia. 
Idlewild — Might plan* shnwed 
a total of forty-srven commer- 
cial uit»r,ifr ^rhcduled to arrive 
in thr half- hour prrio^J brtwren 
12.55 a.m. and 1 U5 a m — the 
spread that now seemed inevit- 
able for die arrival of Coiistal 
2)4 itself '.'assuming the pilot 
did not decide io land at some 
other fii hi en route). 

WVather had strjtdit-d all 
along the coast now, though 
exar.t reimigs at given points 
were changing from minute to 
minute. In New York it was 
still over 1000, more ihan it 
had been at Hattcras whrn 
Coastal - r H had come down to 
kinder the clouds off the 
Care* limn Apparrnily. the 
Evrryinch had enrnr down sev- 
eral times since, jusl enough 
to get under the clouds and 



ought to br ulilc lo figure New 
York." 

"He's gor tn ht up in clouds 
now." Kramer said. 

"Well," Donaktjwm said 4 
"what can wr do?" 

"Everyitung piossible," K.ni- 
mcr said. "Let's get it Irfaighl 
again Searchlights ?" 

"Every $eaik:bliglit from Cape 
May north," Donaldsttn said 
crisply. 'including a da/en. 
ships at sea that we know of " 

"Plane .irriyaK^"' 

"Every airport, commercial 
and oailiiary, from Philadelphia 
north under instructions," Dnn- 
aldson said. "Land all incom- 
ing planes. Take-offs as sched- 
uled, but not at the expense of 
any incoming aircraft even on 
the fringe rrf lower control." 

"Well, we Jon'i have io do 
tliut/' Kranirr »tid. 

"It won't make that much 
d i ff erence, ICC orriing to the 
traffic we'll be having," Don- 
aldson said. "And, beaidri;, 
towers can act at their own 
discretion up to the time we put 
(hriii on final alert."' 

"1 think he's going to be all 
right," Kramer said. "If you 
want the truth c hf it." 

[inri.tlrbon looked at him. 
"You're sure he's coming 
here P" 

"No," Kramer said. "No, I'm 
not But ftp Iris sure of any- 
thing else. All 1 know is, this 
is where he ' i nu pposed io 
come." 

^'Assuming he? comes into 
New York ai all," Donaldson 
said, "it sreuii io me there are 
a number of safer things he 
could do." 

"Such as?" 

" Land at Floyd Bennett or 
Idlrwild give hini lhat much 
1™ rr.ifTu i*. i in through. Ditrh 
in the wean alongsidr one of 
the beaches - - keep him away 
from airport traffic ccmiplrirly 
and still give him shallow water 
and a heavily populated beach 
line, so he'll be sure to he 
noticed." 



"Yes and no," Kramer ^aJd. 
"For that matter, he cuuld land 
at Atlantic City, but he obvi- 
ously isn't going to, Rexncnv 
ber, this pilot hain't crime into 
any New Y'ork bdipOft rxcept 
Lai^uardia in four year* He 
knows this field. He'd have to 
■ .'ir. k nth on any other, ami 
even then he wouldn't havr the 
ti el iA it, (io down tn Lhe water 
— 1 don't know He's got no 
Ending lights. It's still netting 
pretty tough out there, regard- 
lew of the ceiling. To he that 
close to a dojum airports and 
put his plane in the water, at 
that much more risk to bis pas- 
sengers and cargo and heavens 
know* what kind of loss to the 
plane itself he might figure we'd 
think he was crazy instead of 
Kmart, and who knows what he 
things; hi;* bosses might think. 
Thai guy Kent at Coastal is £ 
mania*." 

"Hut you just said it was 
raining,"" Donaldson said. "Sup- 
pose he comes straight into La- 
Cuardia, Ceasing or no ceil- 
ing, as you say, he's supposed 
to rume in on instrument and 
radio in the rain. Sure, once 
he's got the field in view, tharn 
one thing But what about be- 
fore that? Where's his visual 
hx coming ini? Coney Island? 
Is Coney lit up in the ruing* 
No. Night ball game at Kblx-ia 
Field? Not in the rain." 

"Look," Kramer said to him, 
"you see New York from the 
sky at i ughc and you're an air- 
line pilot, brother, yuu know 
where you are. Rain or no 
rain.'' 

"Well," Donaldson laid, "arc 
we arguing or are we trying 
to think with the pilot? A ured 
pilot. Uon't forget thaL. Been 
through five hours of lhe worst 
■drain you can imagine, and 
the must deadly part of it ii 
coming up now. This is where 
hr can crash his pLmie die easi- 
est. This is where he's got a 
ten times greater chance of 
hitting another plane in the 
air." 

" Maybe he's tired," Kramer 
said. 

"You don't think he is?" 

Kramer shrugged. "There 
are all kinds of theories about 
pilot fatigue One of them has 
in do with hypnosis — the same 
kind you get driving your car 
hour after hour along a super- 
hi gh way . And wha t 1 s the 
greater jmhinuinru to that 
hypnosis. 

"The hum of the engines," 
Donaldson said. "He's got 
that." 

"1 don't know." Kmnier said. 
"The thing lhat bothered me 
inodtt when 1 was flying wasn't 
the noite. Il was the view," 

"The view ?*' 

"I don'i mean the view from 
the plunc. I mean the view 
when you can't see out. That 
iighted instrument panel. Dial 
aftrr dial Sitting ihere. The 
lights on each instrument. 
More than a hundred dials. 
Each one individually Jit, The 
diahv never seeming to move, 
any of them. Just >itting there." 

"Well, he hasn't got any dial* 
lit up," Dunaldnon said. '"That's 
for sure." 

"Best we can do is wait and 
see," Kramer said, and gazed 

< 'f the window into the rain. 

The window eummanded a full- 
circle view, and now, looking 
srjuLh-east, away from ihr field 
and towards lhe aptsfotsch roads 
and parking lots at thr airport 
and the Grand Central Park- 
way beyond. Kramer frownnl 
Mn stiired, "Joe," he said, 
"what are all those lights'"' 

Donaldson came and looked 
nut of the window 

'They can't be automobiles," 
Kramer said 

"They are automobiles," 
Donaldson said. His tone wsa 
one nf complete disbelief. 
" Thousands of them." 

The Port Authority tops at 
riie Triborough Bridge had re- 
purled ii firsi. At thin lime 
of night there were only two 
lanes open at the Manhattan 
entrance, two others at ihc 
Bronx. 

ft was like the night of the 
Iocusl 



Seemingly in one!FcLfwfiSp 
ihc traffic had piled up tipurl 
them, reaching endlec>]y And 
the bridge lo Queens beca mc 
hlatk with midnight traffic 
pouring in that direction. 

Nrw York |Xflice were qui.k 
to sen&e what it was. Thou- 
sands upon thousands were 
headed for LaGuardiu FiekL 
They did not know thai waB 
wltci'i Coastal ^14 was going 
to land They knew only thai 
that was whete Coastal 2H was 
fcuppo&ed to hind. 

In that growing crush only 
one automobile had any real 
buaineap being there. It was a 
1939 Chevrolet, and in it wen- 
seven persons. aB named Dim. 
from East Harlem. They had 
heard the radio. One rcporlrr 
had found them — a reporter 
from a New York paper which 
had been tipped by one of their 
neighbors — but they had nut 
let him in thr fiat thry occu- 
pied: had chased him away wrtn» 
threat* and imprr-catioru. 

Their relative, Rafael Dial, 
and his wife and three of thrir 
children, all from Puerto Rico, 
were aboard that plane. Sulut 
thint> told (hem they ruusi gc 
to Lao u. mli a. They went thr 
best way they knew how. It 
had not occurred to them th.it 
the police or the newspapr-n 
or the airline would help diem, 
To ihe police they were enm- 
inals, to the papers ihey were 
sUvixtir* on delinquency and 
crime, to the airfine* they were 
no more than paying cattle, 
liits was their thinking. 

Ihey were ihere in the 
creeping, horn-blowing, Human 
holiday nudnigiii irailic uu the 
TrifKirouyh Bridge. Stuck 
there. 

nut thr Dilutes: were at least 
accounted for. and now. with 
Coastal 214 watched on radar 
it f.M.i>cd Atlantic Gily. the 
entire passenger litt was ac- 
counted fur, and the rrew as 
well, at Far as kinfolk cm ihe 
ground were concerned. The 
officials or the airline or the 
Press had. one way and an- 
other, made contact with ih-ue 
closest to the four nimttien of 
Lhe crew and the passengers — 
thr wifr and child of the fighter 
Albic Webber: ihr. newly -weds, 
Mr. and Mrs. James Laurie; 
Herman Jonas, the irun frnni 
M j a i ; u . the Din j. i am i I y . an d 
Mrs K. L. Sherman, wife of 
lhe man in human hair goOdf 

The entire list? Not quite. 

There wu& one name on the 
passcngeT list thai hail no ac- 
compauyuig address. 

In the city rooms of newi- 
papcrs around the country, and 
in other places, too, the ques- 
tion seemed mobt appropriate 

The mishap that had befallen 
Coastal 214 wa* nuihinR if not 
mysterious. 

An added touch of mystery 
would hardly be out of place. 

The unknown extra passm- 
ger. 

Who was John Black? 



The phone rang in Emmy 
VerdoJr's apartment, and it will 
Ben Gammon's office rauiui*- 

"Ben?" It was Harry Tjm- 
mons. "You going lo the ait- 
port?" 

"What airport?" Gammon 
said. 

i -I t.: i :V\.i 
"Tlial where? he's coming 

in V 

"Hen veil only kno-w* when- 
he's coming in. Or even if." 
"Then what's the question 

for?" 

"Because," Timmnns said, "if 
you're going to LaGuardin, 
here'* what you do. Jump * 
cab jnd get down to the Port 
Authority Building. You knot* 
where it is? Between Fifteenth 
and Sixteenth and between 
Eighth and Ninth. The baj 
building. Whole block. Ynu 
know." 

"I know where it is." Gam- 
mon said. 

"All right," Timmons said 
"Go to the Sixteenth Street 
side. All you've got lo do » 
show them your Press card 
They've got police and P A 
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There's no need to 
worry about Elvis 



TJKESLEY fans need not worry that 
-■■ their boy It being treated too 
harshly by the U.S. Army. At Bad 
Nauhcim. in Germany, where he is 
Serving wich the- 3rd Division as a light- 
truck driver, Presley, along with his 
"athcr, grandfather, and two friends, is 
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living at an exclusive hotel once patron- 
ised by the Czar of Russia, But just to 
keep things military, Elvis has to report 
back to his unit at six every morning. 

Presley, now 23, will be nut of the .-\rmv 
next year. In the meantime the stockpile 
of record? he made before he pur on uni- 
form ii being released at judicious inter* 



vals, and 'aramount'a "King Creole," his 
fourth film — the last he made before the Army 
caught up with him — will soon be in general 
release. 

During the making of "King Creole" Pres- 
ley Was accompanied To Hollywood by an 
even larger entourage than that which ij now 
with him in Germany. It consisted of two 
cousins, four high-school friends three musi- 
cians from hi.* home town, Memphis, and 
a singing trio. 

These, given the use of the backwoods-boy's 
four t'3dillaei, lived as his guests on the 
prmbouw rioor of the Beverly WiJshire 
Hotel 

Despite [he home comforts with which his 
manager, "Colonel" Tom Parker, surrounds 



his charge (even while on national service), 
it is said that there will be changes in the 
Elvis who emerges from service with L'ncle 
Sam. 

For one ihing, he has already shed the best 
part of a srwne in weight. 

Producer Hal Willis hat three films lined 
up waiting for Preslev, and Fox have two. 

Waliis, who made his L'omrari with (lie 
singer three years ago when be was virtualW 
unknown, ii of h« own accord more than 
doubling Presley's salary, and in addition is 
giving him more than seven per cent, of the 
film's earnings. 

With a Presley pirtu#r easily earning 
£i,(HK>,00O, he's going to be in the chips. 
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Continuing 



No Time At All 



heiitop<C« Jraving from the 
roof" ! 

"HrJiroplent Icjuhr from The 
n«.l7 What b dli*?* 1 

"It'> thr word, burner. thai* 
whai it in That !* how wc «ct 
it." 

"No tnxi-caba driving 10 
Qurr u. ton igfit ? T ' 

" I fie taxi-cabs can'i move 
Any nwire than iinybocly dse 
can, The whole city of New 
New York in hearted ulu to La- 
Guardia Field to «rc the ihow- 
They say ii'i the diuoncdcst 
light in all hiatury. ' 

"OLiy." Giiiiniioii a;iid "If 
J [jo, I go. Vou'vr trot other 
jjeijjjlr i * s.- haven'i you? 

"Are you kidding ? Mux hai 
guyi al every airport you ever 

heard of. Even itou blimp pUce 
al Lakehunl Remember? 
Where (he Hindrnhorg blew 
up?" 

"Okay.'' f lammon said again. 
"Thanks, Hairy, 1 He huflg 
u u die phan<c. then looked at 
Emmy. "You warn to s;o to 
die iuTjjort. dan'l you?" 

"Yo,* *he ittid, "Vd likr to 
t . , w She nopped, and then 
said. "No." 

"What do you nir^ih, no?" 

**l ri3'*.all no." 

" Ytm don't want to bo?" 

"'ITiat's rifthL" 

"You'll he rXpe£lft(L M 

"By whom? Vwr photog- 
rapher]? Kissing the hero nJ 
lie romrti off the plane r* You 
help that company o\ your* a 
lot on your day off, doiTi you? 
(■.'■::" acout in penon." 



VJ-SMMON looked 
ji her j ml laid iiDihing- 

"You don't umlrnund," ihe 
•..'hi For no izrrmediaif rtiuon 
■ tut C»ituiion could prireive, 
ulie began to cry. 

"I don'r kntrw," he «aid. 
"'You alarted out one in'mutr 
by saying yei, you wanted to 
go. and nnw Ml of a Hidden 
ujmeehLnft elic No. you don't 
want to go." 

"Why don'i you quit it? 1 * 
ahr naid Nhr sniffed and 
tafkUgftt hn hand km hi rf 10 her 
eyes and nose. "I supptm: I'm 
I sight " 

"The eternal woman," Gam- 
mon taid. "And on top off 
everything else — .ire you mad 
al mc all over again?" 

"No," she said. "Tm »orry. 
It'i been a tough night for you. 
Hain't it?" 

"VVh.it do you mean? Hasn't 
>E been for you?" 

"Y« r " the said. "But for 
you. loo.*' 

"'I"hat's not my fiance in thai 
.irropJanc" 

' going to he all right 

now," the said- 

"If Muu helirvr that, why 
don't you want to go to the 
airport?" 

Linitrv laid, "F don*t know." 

"Welt, you ruikc no *en«? at 
all." he laid. 

"Oh," ihe said, m a very 
small voire, a voice that wan 
at un ce both f righ l enr. 1 and 



2£ 



!8 



l IX rh 
-\ «s»r|»l, and *l.nr1 cri-:i 

'inn Wrafn'i MVfkly »rr 
■ ■tililnu* tod h>v* na fri*r 
HM ia hilv living pvtr+an. 



ioraehow pleaied. Then. nii>rr 
iirongly: "Say that again." 

He looked" at her. "You 
ruiikr no trrw? al all." 

"Now you're talking like 
Ben t " she laid. L, Like ray 
Ben " 

Hi« hearT leaped. "Your 
Ben?" 

"My Ben," ihe laid. "All 
night long you've hern trying 
to be im:c- Trying; genuinely 
tryinic. That'* what I mewnt 
whrn I said iTi been a tnngh 
nmht for you. Being genuinely 
the kind of nice that doesn't 
come easily to pan. Not like 
a martyr Just niie." 

Gammon taid . " W hat hap- 
pet" if the plane r rashes now?" 

"I dtin't know " Emmy said. 
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but die said it in a way io in- 
dicate she knew it was nol going 
lo rraah, 

Gaiunion aUjrcd at her ffor n 
time. Then he nodded lit* be.;! I 
slowly and went to the hall 
• lost: l and sjol his hat duwu LifT 
the J i'.- If. 

"What are ymi going to do?" 
Emmy nUL "I told you I 
didn'L want to go io the air- 
port." 

"The tslazei with ytm, lady," 
Gammon said to hci. "1 don't 
Cftfj4 where you're gvinx and 1 
dun't know whrfe I'm s,vit\n. 
It n » ihe story of my life. Of all 
the women I\e got io pick to 
fall in love with- - — " 

"Ben" Emmy said- 

"it had tn be wnnrhndy 

who'd m and pick mc jpart 
while the other man in her life 
wiis ifetling ready to livr or die. 
he wasn't sun- which."" He 
opened the iron! door of the 
apartment. "You die in more 
ways than one. lady. There 
are fifty-live different wayi you 
ran die, Sometimes ynu walk- 
around for years afterwardfi like 
a wfcabie." He noddid 
"Thnnk* for the meal loaf," 

The door dkttvd behind him 



"Mr. Kramer! Messjgei" 
The. man at the headset in thr 
cuTitrol tower at I^Guardia al- 
nwst shnnted the words. 

"Keen your voire down," 
Kramer mapped. "What is 

"Identification, sir! The 
S.S. Llnited Sutett!" 

"Where is ihe?" 

"Laying off Ambrose for the 
night (Jcmiing la in the morn- 
ing." 

"What does ahe say?" 

'Tour-rngint aircraft with- 
out 1 irfhtf . Under the clouds 
at fourteen hundred feet." 

"All right!" Kramer 

"Message!" another man in 
the lower broke in "Fort Ham 
illnn rcpoi; recognition. Head- 
ing nor [ It' t jound ovrr Shccps- 
head Bayl" 

' 'M essage ! " the fi rut man 
said. "Fort TdoW Two 
searchlights have the aircraft, 
sir! " 

"North over Shceushearj ?" 
Kramer siiid. 

''£itimateri over the BcFt 
Parkway at Shecnahcad Bay in 
two minutes, sirl" 

Kramer turned lo Joe Don- 
aldson. ''Turn on your green 
spot. 1 ' 

"He* coming here, titn t he?" 
Donaldson .taid. 

"You're riftht," Kramer said. 

"Want the other runway lit } 
So he doem'i havr to turn?'' 

It was a lightning decision, 
but ii had to be made. Coastal 
2M whs now maybe eighi min- 
utes away. 

"No." Kramer said. "Hr 
knows this airport. We've got 
other craft to land. The lru 
we confuse him the better off 
we .ire, and wr ran't afford u> 
confuse the others. His man- 
oeuvrability isn't in question. 
Lei him make a Irft turn and 
land on the mnway that's al- 
ready lit up. Send downitain 
and gci a blinker going. Give 
him the runway in hlmtrr 
code." 

"What if he doesn't read 
blinker code?" 

"Lei it blink at him anyway." 

"Want us io find him with 
a searrhJight?" 

'"No. He's probably blinded 
enough alrrady. Your swrrp 
is ill] you need." 

"Right*" Donaldson laid. 

Kramer slepprd tn thr middlr 
man among the three ronrrn] 
mirrophnnr men one of them 
In contact wiih ATC h^yond 
tower range; the middle one 
controlling ukr-ofTi and land, 
ings, the third one conirTillmc 
traffic on the ground "WhcVvr 
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• Christmas on TV is a rich feast, with a hili of fare tliat 
should satisfy all. There are religious services, the Queen's mes- 
sage, carol singers, full-length movies, and, to top off ihe day, 
those built-in child qnieteners, the regular children's sessions. 



SYDNEY'S Channel 9, 
with commendable 
restraint, has savtd its 
carol-singing telecasts and 
presents i t s first pro- 
grammed carol singing on 
Christmas 'Eve at 10.30 
p.m. 

It will be well worth wailing 
lor. Ii it a live telecast prt- 
(TOtcd by the Central Metho- 
dist Mission Choir of more 
[ha i, 50 voices. 

This choir, regarded as one 
,if the tor in Australia, was 
recently commissioned by fling 
Crosby lo record an Australian 
^irol for his special Christmas 
show in America, "Christmas 
liound the World " 

The carol recorded for 
Bing'ji show, "Christmas Buth 
For His Adorning," will be 
song in the first brarltpt of 
carols they sing In Channel 9 n s 
Chris Unas Eve show- 
Two other Australian carols 
will be sung, as well as "Silent 
N'ight," and some of the best- 
known Christinas hymns. 

Sydney'! Channel 2 tells the 
siory of the famous carol 
"Silent Night'" in a film on 
Christmas Eve at 9.50 and 
telecasts a carol recital by the 
famous boy choristers of Man- 
chester Cathedral, England, on 
Christmas Day at 6-15 p.m. 

At the end of the telecast 
from Chetham Hospital, Man- 
chester, the boys join in the 
annual ceremony of stirring 
the Christmas pudding. 

Dickens lovers have beeO 
provided with a real Christ- 
mas treat by Sydney's Chan- 
nel 2. 

ft starts on Christmas F.ve ar 
8..W when it telecasts a fea- 
ture film of Dickem 1 
"Scrooge," with Alastair Sim 
as Scrooge. On Christmas 
night at 8.30 Mr. Pickwick's 
Christmas is shown, and 
straight on its heel; ,tr 10 
n'rlork is Basil Rathhnne in 
"A Christmas Carol.' 1 

The children can be parked 
hefore the TV from +.3f p.m. 
on Christmas Day if you wish 
it. Channel 2, Sydney, at 4.30 
shows a delightful cartoon 
"Thr Littlest Angel," and 
Follows it with a special rhil- 
- -. ^ 



dfen's Christmas film, "A 
Flower for Chrislmas." 

"A Flower for Christmas" 
was made in Australia. It is 
the A.B.C's i-nntribulion to 
the European Hroadrasttne 
Union's Christmas F.xehange 
films. 

It tells the story of two 
Australian city children who 
go for a walk in the bush ssith 
a rountry friend looking for 
wjldnWcrc. 

Captain Fortune presents 
his Christmas programme 
from Channel 7 at 5.30, and 
Channel °-'s Mickey Mouse 
Club starts al 6.00, so, apart 
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from a little channel switch- 
ing, parents can relax for two 
hours, 

And I'll bet thin' will appre- 
ciate that two-hour lulL 

If you are not completely 
sold on the traditional Christ- 
mas, there are other treats. 

You can digpst your dinner 
while watchinc. Jack Benny 
in "The Horn Blows At Mid- 
night" fmm 3.00 on Channel 
7, or have a step and then 
watch Channel 9's Christmas 
Matinee al 4.30, a full-length 
film, "Captain Kidd," star- 
ring Charles l^sughton, that 
finishes at 6.00 p.m. 

Don't lei vout Christmas 
lea stop you seeing Channel 
7's Sid Caesar Show, which 
replaces the Perry Como Show 
that wewk- It's a variety 
show that lasts for an hour, 
and is said lo be really some- 
thing. 

I haven't seen it, but Steve 
Allen, of the Steve Allen 
Show, whose, opinion really 
should rount, lists Caesar as 
his favorite TV romedian. 

* * * 

J|F.UiOURNF. televiewers 
must be m?rle of sterner 
stuff than their Sydney 
counterparts. 

They don'i like kinesconrs, 
a kind of cheaD film carbon 
copy of a live show which is 
rustomarily made of most live 
shows. 




THE ifVEEi\ phntogrnphed in thr Long Library ml Sand- 
ringhain fattmcittg her firil Chrlumtu trlmat. Sin« (Mi 
teJeenir far Chrinmai. 1957, (ft* room Aai fceen celled "Iht 
TV Room," and the Qaetin trill relreosl a Chrimmai nump 
this year from ihe rlrah al uhith the it pictured. Fiimt 
of the telecast are being flown to AuttrnUn and »*IH be 
lAflen on illi.-TV . Channel 2, on Sunday* December 28, 
at 5.45 and 9.30 p.m. and from Channel 4 at 3.15 p.m. 



No kinescoped show has 
ever rated in Melbourne like 
a "no expense spared" live 
show does, although Sydney- 
ites take them and like them. 

Bet^usr of this strength of 
the Melbourne character, 
Bobby Limb and the cast of 
the Bobby Limb Late Show- 
are in for a busy time when 
they return with their won- 
derful variety show to Chan- 
nel 9 next year. There svill 
be no kinescopes. 

The show originates at 
Channel 9, Sydney, on Mon- 
day night, but to make Mel- 
houme. smile the whole show 
wilt' pack up and commute by 
air to Melbourne, and do their 
act at Melbourne's Channel 7. 

* . * * 
0ISTF, of the first riddles 1 
ever found in a Christmas 
bonbon was "When is a door 
not a door?" The answer, of 
course, is "When it's ajar." I 
think nf it as a kind of con- 
fidence trick riddle that adults 
happily play on unsuspecting 
children. 
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ARE YOU A GOOD SAILOR? 

% Channel 9's telecast of Australia's 
classic Sydney -Huhart yacht race on 
Boxing Day, starting at 10.45, should 
be, weather permitting, the most spec- 
lamliT live outside broadcast yet done. 

If the day is fair, and weather con- 
ditions good, Channel 9 will do a live 
telecast from aboard its own ship. It 
will show the start, then turn us all into 
blue. water sailors and follow the yachts 
(o Bonds. 

If ihe weather is bad (a smooth sea 
is necessary for a good picture), the 
telecast will be done from cameras an 
Bradley's Head, opposite the starling 
line, and cameras on South Head will 
show the yachts leaving the Harbor. 

Lei's hope for good weather, and a 
view like Cinerama from the TCN ship, 
even if it does mean keeping ihe seasick 
pills bandy. 



One of the milder wcite- 
ments when I returned from 
holidays was the week's TV 
programmes. "Sydney To- 
night" wasn't listed. In its 
place were "The Price Ts 
Right," "Stardme," "Look 
and Laugh," "Room lor 
Two," and "Ardath Hit Par- 
ade." 

With the exception of "The 
Price Is Right." 1 am sure 
they will all gain some fol- 
lowers. "The Price Ts RigJu" 
tit a giveaway show that, 
after seeing once, I happily 
give away for good. 

But lilce the door that is 
ajar, but still a door, "Sydney 
Tonight" is. really still with 
us. A brace of new names 
doe.sn't disguise it. 

* * * 

JJUCE conferences of busi- 
ness executives where 
delegates from all over the 
world gather and work hard, 
and play hard after In. uu. 
have become part of the hig- 
business world. 

Bui TV has turned confer- 
ence nark, and cut out all the 
conference trimmings. 

England was the scene of 
the First strictly business TV 
conference. There were 1000 
delegates. None of them met, 
they simply talked over TV. 

The conference was a suc- 
cessful experiment conducted 
by a pest-control company 
which has representatives in 
London, Bristol, Manchester, 
Lincoln, and Edinburgh. 

These five cities were linked 
by TV to the company re- 
search headquarters at Chesl- 
erford Park, Essex. 

The conference cosi £6000. 
The pest company, announ- 
cing the success nf the experi- 
ment, said this was far less 
than it would have cost to 
have assembled the. delegates 
in one spot. 

It Looks like the end ol those 
enjoyable junkets thai sverr 
such a break from humdrum 

routine. 
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YUKON HERO 

TwAunauLuN Wwum*', U emmlt - IJcmubcr II, 195S 



"SERGK 4/Vr rrtESTO.y OF THE YVKOPf* it „ TV adrenlure uvirj «r. in goldruth dayi in wild rriiinlrv round 
II hili Imisr nmi /'miiun < ((>-. In ihr M-rrV* (Channel ''. .Sydney. Thurtdayi. 7 p.m.; Channel 7. Melbourne. Fri- 
day*, 7 p.m.) Uiehard .Sim mum atari at Sergeant Prruim. bur imp ih M WW l ifmiA hii mii/rrnulr dug. t ukun Hint 
(pielttred nbove teith Pretlon). ihuald gel lop billing. Yukon Kin/ mid Rex. n magnificent Mark tlallion. kelp 
i'ri'Hton innintnin lutr mid order, nnrf, in \orth.tvett Mounted Poliee tradition, little u*r im ntnde rtj gunplay. Sittl- 
oitttit. ti li/unh leteron u-hn hat never uted a double, it nft. fall, weight 13 tlone. excel* in tki-ing, htrrtemanthip. 
Jcnri/ig. tteitnniitig. nod trtirkwork. and bit liobbie* inelude woodwork, organ-plming. unit ti-hinn. lie itert in Ingle, 
ooad. California, tritb hit wife and two children, and wit* a raih-o rider before he entered Hnllyicond filmt in 1940. 
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Con finning .... 

No Time At All 



vim boi. Phil?" he said to the 
nian 

"Three planes fit\sded by 
TVV'A 5 IS. held short of die 
runwav." Phil laid "Three 
planes To land," 

"Three?" 

"The rJifrd one's over Mai- 
petti now Hrrr are the cards." 

Kramei riffled tkiouuh tlw 
cards and nodded sjuii kly "All 
right, carry on." 

'TWA 513," Phil said into 
the microphone, "you're held 
where you •re." 

Thr voire in his ear, as he 
put an the headset, said. "513 " 

Phil scanned the railsy sky. 
"United 72, you're on final 
approach anil cleared Wind 
nrgliKible, under twelve. Ameri- 
can 818, you're behind that 
United DC-fi and cleared for 
lin.il .ippruarh Make your h-fl 
lum just bark of thr el track* 
there ' 

"72." the headset said to him. 
jnd "8]8." 

"N'ordi-wrsi '112," Phil jaid. 
chti l-iny with ihe cards that 
were slotted before hini like 
Time-punch cards in a factory, 
"ynu're number Ihree in land. 
Can you set that Convair up 
ahead of you ?" 

"412," ihe headset said. "I 
see him." 

"There's a l T nilrd DC.fi mak- 
ing his final descent now over 
Flushing Bay." Phil uud 

"Confirming number ihree 
tD land hehind the DC-6 and 
the Convair." the headsel said. 
"This ii North-west 4)2." 

"Wherc'd you break, 
throueti ?" Phil said. "I'm ask- 
ing 412." 

"Ixiwer Hjv nt fsvvnty-one 
hundred feet." 41 2 said. 

"Sow. Capital 22." Ph'l said 
nuting the nritt plane srheduled 
lo land, "do you read this? 
ITiu is LaCuardia Tower" 

"22," 4 vrtife said 

"Are you under thr clouds. 

"Under the clouds at nine- 
teen hundred, over Flatbush." 

"22. hold present altitude and 
continue to New Rochelle. then 
make .i lefl uirn and Hy for 
five miles. You're number one 
in the stock.. Thur Cnattal 214 
will he behind you hut coming 
down." 

"22." the voice mid. "Per- 
mission tn ascend as much as 
one thousand Feet?" 



JLmH. ealrubltlrd 
rapidly. '"Fri mission denied. 
There'll be a Boston airerkfl 
enlerinsj that stack over you. 
Hold your virescm altitude 
You're ahead of that CoasLi] 
plane " 

"22." the voice mid. 

"1-iC.uatili.i."" ,i viiuc Mul 
"this ts North. ran 117. now 
tit tluee thousand coming into 
New Kochelle." 

"Make a right mm, 117," 
Phil said. "And hold at three 
thousand, followine the stark 
patient. You're in our stack." 

"117." the \nicr said. 

"Message V a voice behind 
Phil said. " Prospect Park 
Siiriul Curpi ir.inhlluhl has 
CtiailaJ J14 ' 

Pfnl nodded. "United 71, 
lum off :h.n runway at the 
first set tit hshu." 

"72." the headset said, 

"American 818. ymiV 
cleared frjr final apprncich" 
Phil said. 

"nlB." 

"Eastern 92. is sour altitude 
over four thousand?" 

"Eastern 92. Just about at 
four thousand. Still in cloud." 

"Fly for our minute and 
make a left turn," Phil 4 ,,i,| 

"Then vuull be Hyint, „ ort h 

towards New RoehHlp Vmt'II 
be number three in th" stack " 
"92." 

"Nonh ■WMI 412. ! ran jrr 
you maJtinp your turn." 

"Ower FWiiiiir Mraiirw. ihii 
ii -MS." 

^nu're boc* of that Can- 
vau. 

S3 



"Rigbt. -H2." 

"American 62$" Phil fund. 
">Oij'it held baric of that TWA 
Comtrllotion on lhe ground 
AlJ departing Ira/Tic H held 
where ii is AWAiting dca-mricr 11 

"623." 

"Norlh-wcat 412:' Phil said 
"Thr wind is twKliffiblc, Yon 
art now cleared f*jr final ap 
proach.'' 

"4 12." 

"Hr'i thr :.i-.: to land." Jor 
Donaldson said, itanfiiiiti -H 
KjAh it-i P-Ibow. 

"Mrwngr!" mapped a vairr 
behind them. "CoiiFitJil 214 ttr- 
ported he.iderl dircviiy for air- 
port at one thoiua nd 1 ■ ■ < . 
headrd nortli-buutidl" 

Donnldjon'& eyes grrw hirtjr. 
"He i:an't! Wpdiijj runway! 
Thiit runway'i not litl Can't 
he tec?" 

"Sirnt hr. can irt." Kramer 
said. 

,J Then what'* he ilc-inc: - How 
can he . . - V 

"Liitfn." Krarnrr raid. 

Don.ildivDn listened. Kronn 
oiiisidr thrrr eunc dimly ihf 
ilm .is ii from rhe thronts of 
a thousand fro^i. It was louder 
than ihai. of counc. \ pnrl- 
able Army sparchli^ht truLk. 
roiled into poiitlon ai i)i>* 
Marine frinije d faJLGiMrdia 
rititjcrcd its liuht ttuuutcii tin 
gl,*teniner rain inwards thr 
wutb. 

Tl 1 1 noise c ain t t j i ■ ru ih o u- 
■Ands of automobiJr horns 

Thr people had ran it. 

Then a! mem irnmediately, in 
the bright Wcl irrrcn of ihe vtr- 
tifjl spot, a fDur-englne air- 
craft flrw dirf i:tlv ovrr the 
tower, no more than nine bun 
dred f4?ti high. 

Unde mcath one black- we t 
winR in thr datknna thr gfnrn 
lighi picked uut thr one word 
COASTAL. 

"Jusi hiuzinic us." Krumrr 
raid- "Ln 1 1 i ng us know who 
he Is." 

"Listen to Thosr: horii!, will 
you?" Donaldson said. "What's 
he ftoinff to do now? Rich] 
lum? 1 ' 

^Theoretically hr oui^hi only 
to ripht -turn with ptrmifssion,'" 
Kriuncr said. 

"If he turns Ifcfi hr*s gtn to 
turn the corner three rimes. " 

"Watch him." Kr '.rm : laid 
"Where it he? Do you i till 
mx him?' 1 

"llcndlnc fot ihr fiv-r stacks," 
Drvnaid&nn taid, "See the 
li^hti* There." 

''! brt he'i 4 busy frlla look- 
ing around him ri^ht aboui 
now.' 1 Kramrr said. "Although 
you'd think hr'd realise from 
the green light that the way 
wai c(rar. M 

"Can't be loo sure." Donald- 
son said. "Thr.rr. He is turn- 
ing left" 

"'Arr hia wheels down? 1 
Ljan't sre?" 

"He's got a buw*r in there 
that'll remind him if dicy'rr 
not." T>onjld5oiL said, 

"Perhaps the most minor 
thing of fl|[." Kramer §aid. 
"but, Joe. just a* certain as 
anything else that isn't work- 
ing in thai plane, that buzTrr 
tsn*!-" 

b *l forgot." [>onnldson said 
"Well, do you think hr'il i< 
member?" 

M I think so." Kramer said 
"Is your crash equipment sei ?" 

"You citn we "erti," Doti.dd- 
lon said. "Either side of ttw 
raaisray, Firr. ndbmaust, the 
wurks, ' llr ^Tinned Irrurly 
"Even a couple of people From 
the C.A.A." 

"I want that nerophine tr^ken 
ri|{ht to thai haniiar. " Kr unci 
s;iiil "We'tf ftQink to link it 
Up Dvemijrht. r- all ihot set?" 

"Yeis," Dunnldson said. "You 
know, Lou. wocildn I it lx sumr- 
tiling if after evrrythins; he 



THE ten films of 1958 

-fc It has been a year of reorganisation and financial difficulties in the 
film industry, with fewer — and unfortunately not always belter — films 
coming from the Hollywood and British studios. 



FALLING attendances, short 
runs, and picture-show shut- 
.lowTLS prove that the film indus- 
try is in trouble. 

Vet, wlKti a pii i urc dues appeal to 
llie public — as "K.wai" and "Witness" 
did — there is no keeping the patrqiu 
jway. 

Of the highly colored blockbusters 
which Hollywnod hoped would win 
back big audiences, only "Peyton 
Place," sWth ils strong lstte-up of new 
acting talent, had anything like a 
1 1. ijjulur success, 

Seeking a cure lor box-office ills, 
producers have started a cycle of films 
made on location in foreign lands, 
photographing theiT scenic beauties in 
color lor widestreen projection. 

Japan has been specially popular, 
threatening to eclipse the already svell- 
■•iplored Riviera and Costa Brava of 
Spaitt- 

The trickle of comedies have 
mostly looked to the Armed Sersdi.es 
for their inspiration. 

Generally speaking, the best of the 
Continental films have been the most 
.iriiitirally satisfying, though the poor 
Continental film retains alt its most 
obnoirious qualities. 

Looking back over the year's re- 
leases, [ would name the following as 
the ten most interesting and memor- 
able hlms of 1958: 

*'A GIRL IN BLACK." Made on the 
highly photographic Aegean island of 
Hydra by brilliant young Greek dirce- 
tnr Michael Cacoyannis :md notable 
for its dramatic black-and-white 
photography and the exciting new 
faces of ils all-Greek cast. A raven- 
haired, withdrawn beauty, Ellic Lam- 
bt'Tti. is the girl tormented by the 
islanders because of ber mother's 
lapses from virtue. 



"CRIME AND PUNISHMENT." 

Dostniivski handled as Dostoicvski 
should be handled, even though the 
great Russian story of tormented 
conscience has brim transplanted to 
today's France. With Robert Rnssein, 
Jean Gabin, Marina Vlady. Directed 
by Georges Lampin. from a Charles 
Spaak Kcrecnplay. 

"DUNKIRK." A black-and-white 
hlot kbustcr from Britain, recounting 
with admirable lack of heroics one t>[ 
the most stirring episodes of World 
War II. Memorable for director i-eslie 
Nurman's powerful handling of the 
agonising evaluation scenes on the 
beaches. With John Mills as Ihe 
shepherd or a small group which 
comes through. 

"GERVAISE." The dark Emile 
Zola story ril poverty and alcoholism 
in Second Empire France a illumin- 
ated by Maria Schell's brilliant per- 
formance as the mother of another 
famous Zola character, Nana. Francois 
Perier lends fine support as the 
drunkard responsible for Gcrvaisr's 
ruin. Directed by Rene Clement. 

"GIGI." Utilising the talents of a 
French-English cast and the Cecil 
Beaton Hair for period deror, Holly- 
wood, working in Paris, has made an 
evjuiaitcly elegant and nostalgic 
romantic musical out of the Colette 
nove.I. Lertier and I.oewe supply niusic 
iu their "My Fair Lady" vein. With 
Leslie Caron, Maurire Chevalier, 
Louis Jourdan, Hennioni' Gingold- 
Directed by Vtncentc Minnclli. 

"LA STRADA." Italian director 
Frederico Fcllini and Ids brilliant 
actress wife, Giuliclta Masina. in fi 
haunting, unforgettable film about a 
half-wit girl and her brutish osvncr 
(Anthony QuiitnJ. Hcartrendmgly 



play«rd by Masina and endowed with 
the highly personal artistic quality uf 
Us director. 

"THE BRIDGE ON THE RIVER 
KWAL" Marathon runner of ilic 
year's films and winner of seven 
Oscars, with the Alec Guinness best- 
actor character increasingly contro- 
versial in retrospect. Was he a hero 
or was be mad? With William fluMr-n, 
Jack llawkins, Sessue Hayakawa, 
Directed by David Lean. 

"THE SHEEPMAN." Outstanding 
among the year's Westerns, though a 
decided notch or two below the 
standard "greats." On the credit side 
is the delirious, humorous perlormance 
'if Shirley MacLaine and a refresh- 
ingly high level of technical excel- 
lence. With Glenn Ford as the sheep- 
man who tries to settle in traditional 
i.aiile country, 

"WILD IS THE WIND.™ An 

American picture that leans heavily 
[nssards thr-. realistic Crimiiieiilal 
approach to film-making. Top per- 
formances from Anna Magnani and 
Anthony Qninn, as middle-aged 
newlyweds in a down-to-earth, human 
story. With Anthony FVanciosn as 
the son who offers Magnani the love 
tjuuin lavishes on the memory of his 
dead wife. Produced hy Hal Wallis, 
directed by George Cukor. 

"WITNESS FOR THE PROSE- 
CUTION." The Agatha Christie 
courtroom thriller whose sensational 
run proved that with more films like 
this the film industry just wouldn't 
HAVE a crisis. With Charles Uugh- 
[1 11 «t h ts flanthoyant, outrageous best, 
and Tyrone Power, Marlene Dietrich. 
Producer Arthur Hornblow r er, jun,, 
director Billy Wilder. 

— Ainalie Baker 



Peer's hook 
for screening 

^k; Lord Robin Maugham, nephew of trie 
famous novelist Somerset Maugham, is ihe 
luteal aristocrat to join the ranks of the 
mo v ic in a Iters — as a writer. 
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HIS novel "The Rough 
und the Smooth' 7 is 
about to be turned into a 
film in Britain. 

It's ihe talr of .1 brilliant 
young scientist whose career 
is ruined by a corrupt and 
srhcminit girl. 

iup Cermatl feminine 
star Nadja Tiller, who was 
the personality sensatinn of 
this year's Venice Film Fes- 
tival, will play the female 
tiaddie. 

Lunl Maugham is dclighied 
wilh her and with the plans 
in film his work. 

"I will get 7* per cent, of 
the films profits," he said, 
"so perhaps fj| nr> |„ ogcr bc 
an impoverished peer." 

* * * 

VAN HKFLIN 1s i^g 
sought by Italian pro- 
ducer Dior, de Uurentiis for 
ihe starring role to "I^ vc fa 
th.' North Sea," to be filmed 



nrxi yeas. Hrfliri, who starred 
in l)r Laurentits' "The Tem- 
pest," is currently in '"I'hey 
Catne To Cordura," with 
Rita llay^vorth. 

* # + 

(^URREN'ILY ■ star with- 
out a film, Natalie Wood 
Says stoutly that she "isn't dis- 
turbed" at the idea of her 
husband. Bob Wagner, starri tig 
wilh Debbie Reynolds in "Say 
One For Me." Dchbie is th- 
girl Hob once almost married. 



J£IM NOVAK slipped out of 
Hollywood and (Jew to 
Chicago to visit her parents. 
Friends say Kim also plans to 
talk to Paddy Chaycvsky 
about her rfext picture, 
"Middle of the Night." to he 
filmed On the Atlantic coast. 

Miss Novak was somewhat 
perturbed when critics recently 
said she had been miscast in 
"Bell, Book, and Candle" ssiih 
James Stewart. 



Movie 
gossip 



■\yilF.N Warners' were look- 
iug round for bagpipe 
players to appear as Scottish 
Oicnadiers in "The Miracle," 
they called on the local fire 
brigade, whose pipers have wnn 
prizes in contests all over Cali- 
fornia. Substitutes went on 
duty at the station, whilr the 
pipers went off to the studio. 

* + * 
£JVA MARfF. SAINT has to 

look sexy in her nm pic- 
ture, "Nurth lis Nnrthwr.it," 
with Oary Grant. 'Ilic studio 
thinks her inleJtectu.il type id 
chant) will hot up if she ruts 
her hair, so the Eva Marie 
you will he seeing wdl have 
her hit aid hair short. 

* * * 

JJARLON BRANIX), sen., 
plans to set up a London 
branch of bis son's film prtt- 
dmtion company. He expects 
to spend at least four months 
a year in England to make at 
lean three British pirtures in 
the next four yc3rs. 

Thr plan resulted frnm the 
making of "Shake Hands With 
the Devil" in Ireland with 
srars James Cagrtey, Don Mur- 
ray, Dana Wytiter', and Glynis 
Johns. 

Thl Australian Wosiem'* 



rjRJTISH producers has/e 
requested that American 
film companies filming in Bri- 
tain identify their pictures as 
"A British-American rtvpro- 
duction." 

The Rank organisation has 
been displeased with seeing 
the limited British quota in 
certain countries in part lakrn 
up by co-productions which, 
under a more rigid drfuu'riuri. 
might not rate as purely 
British. 

The Americans may have to 
affix the rtvprnductiun label 
as a bargaining point. 

# * * 

ACTOR Richard Ney. for- 
mer htuhand of Greer 
Garson, will star in and pro- 
duce a Western, "Arrows Pall 
the Sun." The film ronccrru 
an English lawyer who be- 
comes a frontier scout 



DRIVE SAFELY 



Don't ler drownlncK 
or fatigue turn you 
into a d&ngerouA 
diivaf. Stay wMa 
ttwutp at the wheel 
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PATTERNS 



PATTERN FOR BEGINNERS 
14112. — Beginners' pattern for cfHy-to-makc 
junior shorts. Size* +, 6, 8. 10, 12, and 14 years 
Require* iyd. 36in. material. Price 2/6. 




F5082. — Slender-line coat-dress stylrd 
with a softly h loused buck. Sizes 32 to 
38in. oust. Requires 31yds. 36in, 
iiuieri.il Price 3/9. 



(3727. — Smartly tailored 
one-piece lennis dresi Size* 
32 id 38m. buit. Requires 
lydi 36in. material. Price 

3/6. 

F50S6. Two-piece ■"">- 
rner suit has soft stating in 
the sht)ri-f»liTvcd jacket and 
all- round pi'' : in ihi ikirt. 
Sixes 32 to 3ain. fault. Re- 
quires Sydi, 36.n< material. 
Price 4/6. 




F5I23. — Gi a more ui trousseau, nightgown and 
maicMng jacket. The nightgown ia figure- 
fluttering, with a cc-nLraat yoke matched tu the 
puffed sleeves in the jacket. Sizes 32 to 38in. 
hurt. Requires 4j|yds 36in plain muleriul and 
|yd 3bin. printed material. Price 4/6. 

F4983. — Chic, brltles* line for a (hort-ikirted 
evening dress Sizes 32 to 38in. butt. Kequirci 
6 1. -[ii 36 in. material. Price 4/6, 
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NEEDLEWORK NOTIONS 

N*. Ml— HUngm HUHMEK DBE3S 
The draM with full ucwinc liniructioni, L« Dbtai tiabta r.iH auk, ready to tnnlcr 
In printed ftufllyn- Tfce Color choice Include* RTfjr, ulaek. pink, iir.tl temun. 
pink, biftct. llUvc. and blue: aqua, ul*«:k and ro*e.pmk Bites 31 tun Hiri 
but 38-3. SO and 31 In bUnt 3fl.B PoiUfa and refrla tra 11 r>u 3/3 *xitt 

N«- 8fi»—LrjNCIHIH>W SET AMI MATCHING KEttVlETTES 
The Mvi Ik abfalnible cut aut- ready to wake and cleariy traceci to embroider. 
Sizea: C-enlrn m»l 11 by nm , plate mat 11 by ltlc. . i-up-find-aaucer mat A by 
lln. Ttae mALcrUl and color ciraife Include crvim and white Irian linm, and 
incur linen in blue, lemon, pink, and urecn NIhc-uJpc* &ot, IB G. PChsLtfie 
and rex^Et ration 18 extra. Thlrtee-n-pleof? an X* 0 F'wiage una regULT&tlon 
Serviette* 1/9 each. Postage Sd extra. 

Nn. BOS — CHILD'S SntiftTlT DftE&Sl N^-tiO WJf 
Tlic gown li obtainable cut dul rrady (o miUc Ln a floral nu-|ron aeersucker. J 
Tfir color cllfllcc Include* blue and pink, pink and lomon, and roM-plTifc *nd 7( 
-fhil#> BlUS. 4 V«afa IS S. & to 4 years \1 3, T to £ yrofa IB. II. J Lb 10 
St/-, 11 to IX yean 13, B. I^OflXaffp and re slirratlcn 1,0 extra. 

No. M4 and tMlo— OkESg AMI SUNBONNT.T 
FrtLly clceve]cts dTW and niatchlnz iunbonnet «re i^btainablr 
cut -out iea.dy to mak« In woven cheek ainenam The ccJor 
Clloln Includm red and white, btao and white, green and 
while, Lemon and white, and pink and White Sims. 2 ynnn. 
dreaj 10'H, buunet */9; t Lo 1 dn-i(p U/l, bonnet 5'3; 

B> to 0 yeari, dress 13 >, bonnrt N. B; T lo I 7e«rA, drest 15/3 
bonne! j i( Pnatafc und rafllitraUon 1 nkEra far dreti"< 
and fld -icrj. for bonnet 

rVfrtlMaKirit tfafloni art aDftilabEe /or ifj BGefci ^om daff 0/ 
jmMhMtfjTi. No CO fl. tHWI ocerpiflri. 




Coiitijiuiug . . , . 

No Time At All 



>vv»l Ihrouull he cralllrd ill 
roniiluj down ?" 

"Where ii be?" K miner 
asked "Is that him ?" 

"thcr Anuria." Doualdion 
»ai<i. "Ser: hitn m that lii;hl?" 

Kramer nudde.i. "Y<m gut a 
line to that Army truck?" 

"I don' l know. I think bo " 

"Tell luGin to rut that light." 

"What for?" Donaldson mid. 
"You ifoing io lose him now?" 

"If anything's going to go 
wrung with bian now." Kilmer 
aaid, ''that icarchiight won't 
Ntop it. Meanwhile, coioiuii 
iroujid (hat linal twntl, it'll he 
Ln his eyes." 

Donaldson said in tine of tie 
men un the phones behind him, 
' "i on hear LhaL? Cet that light 
cut." 

"Now all airrraft," Phil said 
into the microphone, "huld- 
yuur altitudes. Eastern 92, fly 
north for two more minutes and 
make a left turn." 

■'92," the headset »aid- 

"Infomiatively we have that 
Coastal airrrafl on a final ap- 
prfiaih palterit," Phil said into 
the microphone. 

"He's coiTiiuu! up the el trark^ 
now," Donaldson said- "See 
liim?" 

"Get that light off!" Kramer 
mapped, "tiet it ofT!" 

"*Nt>w he's tunilnij," Donald- 
son raid. "] ran'l sec hia 
wheels. l.ou. 1 ran'l see his 
whoeUI Pol your wheels duwn, 
put your wheels downl" 

"Five more degrees and that 
liqhl will be dead into his eyes," 
Kramer said. "I want that 
light off or Vm going to find 
pit) why!" 

"llisl wheeli ..." Donald- 
son saitL 

"What about them?" 

"You can"! sec them. He 
must have forgot • . ■ Look 
[or yournelf. in the light ' 

Kramer looked, and as he 
did so the searchlight from the 
far end of the field went Out. 



I 



_X the after-clTect 
uf the light no one looking 
nttt from the tower .'Oilld vec 
a thing, fur the night was sud- 
denly lilark upon black, and 
i he sound uf the automobile 
homt and, ; little doser, the 
rain itself joined in a weird 
cacophony that seemed to 
i olate those in the tower com- 
pletely," 

"TWA 513," Phil said into 
I he microphone, talking to the 
Constellation that was now 
awaiting clearance for take-off 
just beside the end of the run- 
way. "That dark aircraft ib 
oil hnal descent, over the water 
by now, I thinlc. will you 
watch for him?" 

"What do you think I m do- 
ing?" the headsei said, not in 
the least bit disrespectfully. 
The tower fell into silence. 
With the deadening of the 
searchlight, the nuise of the 
automobile bonis had ipiickly 
died down, now it wai hardly 
nutie cable. 

Even the rain seemed far 
away. 

Kramer switched on the 
loild-speakrr system, already 
dialled to Phil's wavelength, 
io everyone in the tower irnnld 
hear. An emergency now 
would require action bv more 
thau one man in the control 
aretl, and the news of it would 
i onie from the Constellation on 
Phil s wavelength, most likely. 

The sound of restive sialic, 
like an ocean tidr, in the lower 
now. 

Kramer looked at the cluck: 
1.17 a.ni. 

| I" B m. and 1 3 leccmd). 
14. IS, 16. 

To the can of ihe hay and 
llir ikvbl.uk and impenetrable. 
Runway lights to the water's 
-dste, and beside thein the 
blinking wintj .ind tail-lights of 
the- patient TWA Connie and 
the two other wailing aircraft 
behind It 
' "All craft in the sky, radio 
I silence, please," Phil said into 
I llir microphone. Every plane 
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in the stack was listening, he 
knew, waiting . . , 

1.17 nan. and 22 seconds, 
23. 24. 

The pulsing red lights of 
emergency truck after emer- 
gency truck winked flaslkhtg 
both sides uf the. runway 

Joe Dotialdum said lo him- 
self. "The wheel! . . I didn't 
sec the wheels . . ." 

fslar.kncvs, rain, and the sec- 
ond hand of ihe clock, 

1,17 a.m. it,.: 2ti seconds. 29. 

And ■ voice. 

"Tower, that plane's . . ." 

A pause A pause lor lusw 
lc)o«? Half a second? A lull 
second ? More . . 

". . . down and . . .** 

And what ? 

". . . now landed smoothly. 
This is 513. He's already past 
thai hrst emergency equipment. 
He's reversiiiK engines. I limit 
We hear him clearly . . ." 

Louis Kramer pui his hand 
against his eyes and stood there 
for a moment ||r heard Plnl 
saying intD the microphone; 
"Now, this is tower; we've been 
.in radio silence, but that d.uk 
plane is safely in. Trans-Can- 
ada Til and Mohawk 312. please 
report your positions in order 
Wc helievc we e»n see ynu 
l»th . . ." 

Kramer looked out of the 
window and saw a grease-mon. 
key perched on it fire truck with 
a green guide flash in his hand, 
mming the Evcryincll off the 
runway . . . 

First olf the plane had been 
the newly-weds, Mr. and Mrs 
James Laorie, of Uruoklyo, New 
York, and ihrtr in-laws wn 
there lo mrei them Hack of 
the police lines ium"inndini( die 
front of llir hangar where the 
Everyinch had pulled up, the 
public pushed and thronged 
and strained to see 

"We weren't worried for a 
minute." Mr. Laurie choked. 
"Believe me." 

"Worried about what?" hii 
son asked him. 

"11c was the one who was 
worried," Mr. Laurie said, ind 
levelled a finger at Mr Kra- 
mer. 

"1 was worried for a minute, 
that's all," Mr. Kramer said 
"Then I slopped worrying. You 
know why 3 We found mil ihr 
head man in the whole system 
here opstairs in that glass win- 
dow there is named Kramer 
His name it la^uis Kramer! A 
relative! You know whu he is? 
A cousin of your cousin Sidney. 
Lena, what do you think of 
that ?'' 

"What were you worrying 
about?" the bride asked. 

Thc Diaz family came off the 
plane next. The woman was 
holding her baby, and the hus- 
band had the other Iwu boys 
by the hand. They looked 
around and saw the entire ool- 
skirts of the field jammed with 
thousands of people as the pho- 
tographers rngtilfed tlicni. 
Their relaiives wrre nowhere 
to be seen, still trapped as they 
were in the traffic on the Tri- 
borough Bridge 

"Wc sent a lelesrratn." Rafael 
Diaz said, looking around him 
"But no one is here," 

"First trip to the L'tntcd 
States?" .i reporter asked. 

"Yes," Rafael Diaz said. 

"You talk good English." 

"Thank you, sir," 

"Now was the nip?" 

"We were delayed By 
winds'. 1 belief c " 

"Didn't you notice the lights 
were out?" 

"They were not vvorkintf 
'Hie hoslejs explained this to 
everyone." 

"Afraid ?" 

"Of what ? Where arr my 
iclaiives? They were supposed 
to be here, along with sesTral 
of thwr companions." 

"You must have known some- 
TV) page 54 
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Continuing . . * 

thing wits wrong/' (he reporter 
said. . 

"I have told you the light! 
went uut early in the journey/' 
Rafnel Dnw "id. H Wc will 
have to go to" hr disengaged 
the hand of hfa older boy and 
reached in his pocket (or * 
piece of paper, to read the ;id- 
SftM written there — "six- 
two-seven east one hundred 
eighteenth iurc.1. Please, where 
U the hui?" 

"Vou leave Troiu here by 
helicopter.' the reporter said. 
"'Meanwhile, what did . - 

'♦Yuu hear that?" Dim iaid 
Lo hii wife. "Helicopter- It 
il not a fabulous country?" 

Mrs A!bk Webber and her 
daughter ramc off the plane 
next, Albic Webber, ihe 
fighter, was waiting thrrr lo 
embrace them, unci Haislcy 
Gideon, the punrhu bodyguard, 
swept the lltlle pi rl into his 
arm* and said, "It was a unani- 
mous knock-out in the first 
round. Ytui understand?" 

Mrs Webber heard what 
Husky uid. She said to her 
husband, "Albie. did you really 
win ?" 

"Big," he mid in a broken 
voice. *'Big, honey. Next we 
go for the title.** 

"I .ukrd the stewardess three 
Limes to find out from ihe pilot 
on his radio how it came out f " 
Mrs Webber said, "but she 
uid i l wai agii i nut » ompany 
regulations, and 1 mid her 
about that Other time 1 (lew 
on United and ihey got me 
the remit of the fight that time, 
bin still she wouldn't do it, 
and the light* were off on the 
plane the whcilr trip and ■ • ■ 
well, you don't know how hard 
I war praying for you.'' 

Mn K_ L. Sherman came 
nfT the plane with a thin, lieu- 
tsnl-1 •■■V-'i'f man behind her. 
Mr. Sherman was waiting there. 
He was crying again. "Doro- 
try." he wept. "Oh, Dnrothy, 
Dorothy 1 " 

"I hate you," hii wife said 
to him in a low voice, averting 
her rnouth from hii. "Von w:int 
to pay him "Il now or later?" 

"Pay him off?" Mr. Sher- 
man laid, Im voice equally low, 
and he looked fearfully 
anmnd. 

*'Thc clown," Mn. Sherman 
laid, Heightening her shoul- 
den underneath the mink note 
the wore and gesturing with 
hrr head towards ihr man who 
had come off the plane Iwhind 
her. **Thc detective yuu had 
follow tav. all nvrr Miami for 
ten days. Your buddy J<ihn 
Black, he says his name ii. Go 
ahead Ask him what he found 
out." 

"I'm so happy you're alive, 
Dorothy," Sherman said 

"Tin not," Dorothy Sherman 
said. 

Herman J on aft, nf Miami, 
Florida, caine off the plane, 
and thry made way for him 
undent u nding I y when hr t*id 
he wanted Lu rail Kin htnnr 
long-distance. He called and 
spoke (u his wife to aiaure her 
hr wai all riehl having slept 
u|i to d including the land- 
ing, he did iioi know he might 
not have lieen all right till the 
newspapermen (old him. Then 
he said hello to hii ■<-.-••< 

"I'm glad you're all right/' 
the boy soid to hint. Wai hii 
voice unusually strained and 
distant, or wai it merely the 
phone connection? 

"You L-an rail mr Dad, An- 
drew," Herman Jona? iaid to 
him. "Ye*. I'm hnr " 

"That's nice." Andrew said 
"Did." There was a pause 
Thru the boy *,iid, "I hope 
you weren't frightened?" 

"I am now," Merman Jonas 
said, and giggled into the tele- 
phone. "Bui we weren't during 
the trip Ji wai a very imooth 
trip. really" 

"Then you'll keep on flying 
when you travel?" rhe boy said. 

"*Oh. by all tnr.irti," Herman 

Jonas said. "Did you call me 
Dad?" 

"Isn't that wonderful?" 

Pas* 54 



No Time At All 



[torn page -5j 

Jon.u said. "Now, you tell me, 
Andrrw. 1* these anything 1 
can get you while I'm here in 
New York? You know your 
old Dad want* to dt> right by 
yuu." 

""Well," the boy WW, "mere 
is one Hung D.id You I IA1 
get one in Miami, but there's 
j* place called Wening's in Nfw 
York ..." 

"Wetining/i?"' 

"Tbflt'i right;' the boy «aid. 
and spelled it out, "Scientific 
equipment. A specialty house. 
What I nerd isn't too expen- 
sive." 

1 ! Don ! t you worry abou t 
money." Jonas said to him. 

"Thank you. Dad," ihr boy 
said- "It's called a Gomburg 
reactor 

*'A Gomburg reactor," Jonas 
aaid. "Now. jus! let me write 
thai down. A Gomburg reac- 
tor." 

"It's for one of my new in- 
ventions," rhe boy wid. 

"} didn't know you were 
working on a new invention/* 
Jonas said, 

"Oh, yes/' the boy said. "It's 
almost finished" 

"I'd love tn see it.* 1 

"J hope to have it ready be- 
fore your next trip.' 1 

"That would be marvellous," 
Jonas said. 

"Yen, Dad/' the boy said. 



XjV.ND finally came 
the < rev. of Coastal 214. 

The flight rngineer t to find 
hii father there waning the 
L'o-nilui and stewardess, to call 

llinr In .r i n-u long-diitUIlcC 

these ntwsiang what the 

dmtger had been. 

And Unt n Mike Trace, the 
pilot. 

The newspapermen had his 
cx-wifc, Kait:n. up on the lop 
*U[i i»f the rurrp tc» meet him. 

"ihe television ctrneras wrnt 
live under the kheg liybts. 

Armas rl»' riE4tioii. fifty mil- 
tiun people saw it, 

karri) threw her arms 
around Mike and kiwed him, 

"Well/* he said. "Well, this 
is a surprise." 

"It must have been horrible, 
darling/ 1 his ex-wife said to 
him. She talked loudly enough 
for the pick-up inicruphone 
that Mike Trace did not realise 
wnii there. It wan 12.3tl a.m. 
in Chicago, I t,3Q p.m. in PIkiin 
niit, lO.iWJ p.m. in \am Angeles. 
All lliree networks bail this ull 
ramera. A nation washed and 
listened. 

Mikr Trace, knowing none 
oi this, ri-rallrd Hour the lew 
how fresh and warm and de- 
BctOttl Karen was. And the 
strange thing wa.1, be had hern 
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through tougher flights than 
this*, had had an engine quit 
on take-off once in the Axorea, 
had had a wherl buckle on 
landing at Fori W'orfh Mere 
tu had known thry could see 
him on radar, and hr hud route 
down under the clouds u-veral 
times lo chrifc iiis portion 

lb- h.ici ridden the lasi stretch 
int<i New York wrll under ihe 
customnry altitude, and die rr- 
suh was he amid not )*sm *nt 
jjjuilirr plane if he'd tried. The 
but half of the trip tlir ccilini; 
had stayed high enough so ht 
i-rmld deirrnd under the clouds 
and still lie seen on close- range 
radar. The only really tough 
pan had been the beginning, 



and then only for a sh«N space 
of time — the proper decision 
not to turn back to Miami; 
and the part of the trip well 
over the ocean where, distrust- 
ing his star fix. he had coine 
down so rltwe to the water to 
trarn where he was. But that 
li.id worked out fine 

He recognised Hatierai and 
the mainland to the left, and 
from that point on he knew he 
was all fight. Hit wrist watch 
tuld him at ib.it (joint that his 
luel reserves would be there 
From »nrn on, there was no 
question in his mind, e ven 
though Ken Bc'ding, the co- 
pilot, had «aid it was no belter 
thuu bo-40 fcome jrt would 
come out and shoot at them, 

Man- Goldstcne, the en- 
gineer-navi^atur, had even in* 
listed that somebody down 
there in the rain M (hat deso- 
late CVrarnkf Island, jiut 
south of Hattrras, was actu- 
ally shining a flashlight up at 
1 hr plane . How c razy foul d 
you get? 

Yet here was a mob of people 
such as Mike Trace had never 
seen and HajhbulW, and — what 
was that ?- -a television cantrra 
a tup a truck? 

'*[ know what you wrnl 
thrmigh," Karen Trare said to 
bino. "You're the only man 
T'vf. ever loved. How can I 
make it up to you?" 

Mike 'Trace told her how she 
could make it up to him. The 
petitioning of tnc inirrophone 
boom being what it was, fifty 
million Atnrricunr- learned his 
opinion of how she could make 
it up to bim_ 

They brought the portable 
kennel crate into the cargo of- 
fice of the airlim;, and Mrs 
t IxuStVOn Fletcher JIT. was 
there to liberate her dog. Ghnm- 
pton Venrrable l^idy Slatid- 
aright of Locust Farm. 

L, Boo-boo," she said, cry ins; 
•'It's me. Mother." 

"Well, what d'you think of 
t ha L," t la rriiH^n, the Coutal 
C.argD man, said us watihed 
t&) aniiM.il come siiHrling out 
of the cage towards her mis- 
tress. "She doe* bite." 

In the Operations Room. 
Vit r-Pre$idrnt Marshall Kent 
"! Coastal Airl'mrs .laid to Wil- 
lard Trace t "So. You're llic 
iw whn i .illrd out the news.' 

°1 railed tny brotli^r's girl," 
Willard said sriftry 

**You mean the one kfarrfTg 
bim on tht- ladder out there?" 

"No," WUlard said. "That's 
the woman he married I mean 
his girl." 

"You're firci" Kcni said to 
him. 

"Thank you." Wilhird Trace 
said, 

Kent looked at him. "What 
do you mvari. 'thank you'?' 1 

"I mean Fin glad you said 
that," Wttlard &aid. "Beriuse 
I don t likr you, Mr Kent T ni 
glud I'm not working for you 
any more That's all I meant. 
Most of thr big men in this 
airline are wonderful men, but 
you make up for all nf them 
all by yourself." 

"Oh!" Kent iaid. and nodded 
heavily, "Idiot gets fired, so 
hr comes hack with the speech 
about the nasty old boss. That k » 
happened before, too, If you 
Irli that way, why didn't you 
ever quit?" 

"1 never felt that way rill 
tonight." WilUrd Trace said. 

"Welt, while you're at i 
trunk about something else 
too," Krnt said to him. "And 
ih.n is that you haven't heard 
thr end of this from me. In- 
forming the newspapers was 

"Mr. Keni?" 

It was a voice at (he door 
of the room, and Kent wiwclcd 
to »re whn it was. 

The newromer came in the 
door. "My nanie is Max Wild 
f'm general manager of the 
Global Press Association." 

"Ah, ye*/' Kent uid "I 
hope you're pleaded with your 

To page 55 



.Man^drake^the Magician 




MANDRAKE: M«Jt« magician, 
and LOTHAR, hU giant 
Nubian wrvant, have probed 
the secrel nf the TImnctprgtKl 
and his [nrliiddcn Man. Willi 
ihr aid of Mandrake's hypno- 
sis they overpowered the 
gang of men guarding the 
hill, then made some h> (cr- 
esting discoveries. Thr mys- 
terious bolts of the ThiLD- 



drrgod were prottucpd hy 
charges of dynamite lining 
the slopes and controlled by 
a master swilrh. Concealed 
microphone* were responsible 
for thr booming voice. The 
reason for this sham was the 
gang'* desire Co conceal from 
ihe Indians their find of 
uranium. NOW READ ON: 




fi¥ AND OVT OF SOCIETY 



Br HUD 



I WK HATCHING IVF 
HDSflAflKC. FflOTBALL- 





The AiiTniALjAx Women's Whski.t - Dece,nf«r M, 



National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page492801 5 



OCW' I JUST HAP 
A H0#RI8L£\ 
Nt6HTMAHE! J 



I'fA TSEMBL1NC J 

all AfER^ 




THIS WEEK'S CROSSWORD 

ACRUivS 

I . Bell in 4 i ing to Rain two-uilkttfd 
vrsteb i ] 1 

4. I latiir. oiaitiy thrmting weapons (7>> 
9. Bounding surfaces ending in Rome on 

the Vm\x of Mirth (5). 
10. Sailor lo Mirk together the Arajnaii 

paraphnics of the Srripturu (E). 
If, To that woruan a goddus (4). 
13. Objeciionablr brine iiiostlv a dim 

hovel (5). 

15. Evcrylhiog that corue* to a mill [5). 
•9. Employer in a bouir revelry (4). 
20. La*» contain ion a mclodioirt air [6). 
2S. Depart to (he back of a rough mass 

of Wood to get a famous Russian 

author (5). 
t4 . Sloui pole to propel a boat for a common 

wrd Vn. ^ 

**■ t^alUag for sorrow, rtprcinlly when on 
t picnic you must 
have your lunch on 
the trraw (]]). 

£ 
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No Time At All 




Solution hill l>r published next wed. 
DOWiN 




t , Starli though full of gin 



2. I U.-. iiu.ih It paint (5). 

3 . Exact on account of thr 
a^nUni of the imurubenl 

4. On this depended ihr fate 
of many a coin (4, 2). 

5- Snuggery in an African 
establishment (4 J. 

6. M.ikr-. dltll dtttiinl ..-IT/- US 

7. Rogue who could easily rc- 
Thh Au*thaxia?* Women's Wawu -Dcccmbot 51, NSfl 



■Solution of Lu4 i>r:L*» 
croHword. 



place an Lml Indian sailor 
(6). 

12. Such a thins; hring. us up 

to scratch (81. 
14. In heaven frfmians produce 

this Tctaliaror (7). 
16, Booked hv Kipling (61. 
17 Indian follower nf Zoroas.iT 

(Ik 

18. Twigs as fodder to read for 
enjoyment (6). 

21. Palpitation with a fclniiiuus 
ending (31. 

22. Hit bard with a log E4>. 



little scoop, Mr Wild You 
weir the lint of them, weren't 
you ? You were out ahead with 
the ncwi You had all thene 
phony linen about ghost plane* 
and planes that wrrr suppovd 
to have crashed. You » a used 
the biggest auioniuhile triiff" 
jam ihey ever had around here 
Yuu and your irnwliori.il yel- 
low jmjin.iljMii Don't ever 
bather with any facti. Jufl get 
headlines, that's all Can you 
utand therr anil wonder why 
you don't get any more co-op- 
era t ion than you do? When vou 
act die way you act, you get 
what you deserve." 

Kent's face was red. "You 
know what this was tonight ? A 
routine Highi. Trouble, yea. 
llut it didn't endanger a man, 
wmii.in, or child. You realise 
that? After all your shrieking 
and shouting all over die coun- 
try, you realise it?*' 

"1 w1mld.1V 1 < j II it roui in*-," 
Wild said in a quiet vuice. 

" Let's say it was a safe 
flight. K*-cn said "In nur 
business safe flights and routine 
I lit'.]] arc one and thr same 
thing, but maybe you don't un- 
derMand that. Maybe you talk 
a different language. All right 
Let's just nay it was a safe 
flight You admit that? 1 " 

"Yes l>o you know why it 
was safe?" 

"Of course- 1 kti.jw. You 
don't, though 

"No?" Wild said 

"No," Kent said. 

"It was safe,"" Wild said, "be- 
cause the people found out 
about it." 

Kent stared at hiru. "What 
people ?" 

"JuAt people." Max Wild 
said. "People everywhere. 
There were people that played 
lor tbftt aeroplane lurutfhr., Mr- 
Kmt Do you know that?" 

"Wait till 1 go I my violin," 
Marshall Kent said to him. 
"Meanwhile, were any of yliur 
lovely people doing anything 
else except praying? Was there 
anything else, anything maylK- 
a JiLilr more direct, that they 
could do ?" 

"At least one other thing 
that 1 fcnnw ■if." Wild said. 

"['m listening " 

"Thai Ground Observer 
'■-•;>■ man on Ilalteias." 

"Oh, sure." Kent laughed. 
"Bitt hero Hero tj& the nighl." 

"No," Wild said, "the hero 
■ if the n i ght 1. hi 1 t this ma n . 

man heard utttul the plane 
no the radio. The hero of the 
i;. tin is a newspaperman. He 
works for «ir. Name it Be» 
Gammon." 

"I talked to him on the 
plionr-." Kent said. 

Wild nodded. "It wns his 
day ofT, and he was in a suiia- 
tinn where he might have 
thought it lot differently than 
he did. But the one way he 
thought wan to call his office. 
That's what started it. A very 
small thing, Mr. Kent, but 
that's what tumhed it oft " 

"That must be significant to 
your way of thinking." Kent 
utirfL 

"It is," Max Wild laid. 

"So?" 

"So, as a reiult of the bulle- 
tin he heard on thr radio, this 
old man on H&tteras identified 
yiinr ueroplanc *' 

"Rig deal," Kent said. "Big. 
big deal And three minutes 
later twenty radar screens h-td 
htm hark un there and made 
the same identification." 

"Vm," Max Wild said, "but 
that man standing there in the 
r.nin on Cape Hattera* told you 
the one thing you tiad to know 
to make it ■ safe flight. The 
rme thing the mdaT routdn t 
tell you." 

"And what was that?" 

"He told you what to look 
for," 

"I got j little news fbi you,' 1 
Kent said "Every man on the 
searchlights, every man in the 
tower here, evrry man connec- 
ted with the last luuce* of that 
tlight knew what to look for. 
i"hry did 11' t need a nut on 
Cape HnTteraa to tell them the 



from page 54 

plant's licence, number or 
markings or shape or anyihing 
-he Wc knew. And m the 
lust stages of thr flight, it wasn't 
a nut on Cape Hattcfai telhruj 
ut what tu look for. We ha5 
that plane peggi-tj all the way. 
What did your nun tell us that 
thi- radar didn't ?" 

"He told yuu what to look 
for," Mtx Wttri said again, 
patiently. "So searchlights 
could pick him out in thr iky 
and let him know for rcrtain 
he was expected at his landing 
field." 

Kent said, "I don t get thh.. 
Radar totd uii what wc had to 
know " 

"Nu," Wild raid. "Radar 
merely daid the plane is there, 
and if f0U*6 looked for it there 
was a chance you might have 
missed it - ctiuld have lost 
precious tune before ymi found 
it in that black sky. anyway— 
because all radar said was look 
foe a plane.'* 

"All right." Kent said, exas- 
perated, "so all radar said was 
look for I plane That's all 
that mnn Nu4, too 

"No." Man Wild witl gently. 
"i"hat man »aid look for a 
plane wiLhour lights." 

At two o'clock in the morn- 
ing Ben Gammon rang Emmy's 



go 10 ihr jiTpon. You rouldn" 
very well share uV spoiligh 
with an ex>wife. Very uuarl. 
Mr tapped himseU on th< 
tempU, ihen noddrd, "And 1 
was feeling sorry bemuse a 
vou " 

Emmy laughrd 

"Quit it," he »aid uncrr- 
uinly. "What's fntinv'" 

t .Unir in, \iK f 'i »nn ( !;.trte*.' 
she said. "Ibat t it CbtttC 
on. Give me that wet hai ol 
yuuri.' 1 She steered hiin into 
the apartmrrit 

"Nnw what?" he said. 

"Now thr lady n ils the mati 
she lovn him." Etiiuiy said, 
"and loved him before lotuwhi, 
but didn't find! out till nnw 

"Dh. 1 " Gammon said quietly; 
then, mtire loinllv ' )h J lr- 
thuughl for a moment "What 
for? 1 ' 

"Because he's ;w»i her Bill. ' 
Emmy said 

All alone in his New York 
apartment, frtia Atlerdyce, The 
advrrtisittg mini, rrflriietl that 
his firm might well still laud 
the Coastal Airline* account. 

ll would fie well on! to press h 
for a few days, bin it w.u gninit 
to be all right, he felt sure 

Aftei all, there was the mar- 
vclluus slogan that he himself 
hud coined And marvellous 
was not ton strong a word Un 
it Ll bad all the nereisary 
cienirrilfl — it embodied a 




"W//C1C.' ft hat a \\\\\e i hint krrpiifg up trifh *bai fntt- 
talking tin r/ion^rr,'" 



doorbell. Sbe answered it, still 
fully dressed Shr had been 
watching thr airport scene — 
iiii hiding ihr part with Mike 
Trace and Karen — on tele- 
vision. 

L i"m sorry, lady," Ben said 
to Emmy. "That's all. I just 
came to say I'm sorry." 

She said nothing, just stood 
(here looking at him, so he 
said, "1 mean for what 1 said 
to you. Thai's all." 

"Ben ?" she MM in a soft 
i'oi ce\ 

"Ayuh, I've been drinking," 
he tfsnj, "if that's what yon 
want to kiu.w. But 1 in not 
drunk. 1 will \tc t*eiore the 
nimbi's over, but I'm not now. 
I just came to apologise "Jtiat'l 
the whale thing together " 

"Stop saying that's all," she 
said to him, "and come in 
here " 

He looked at her uncertainly. 
"Ccinr in here?" 

"Ye* Plr.i-ir." 

"And then what?" 

"And then you can kiw me." 

"Like the flyboy kissed the 
blonde corning ofT thr plane ?*" 
G^ammon said. "1 watched it 
on television in Horatio'^ bar 
and grill below. Yog know 
what I think? I think the 
whole thing was an act. From 
thr minute he took off from 
Miami. The clinch at the cud 
with the ex-wife. Here is the 
hunter, home from the hill, and 
the sailor honit- from , ." 

He stared at her, still stand- 
tng in the doorway. "And 
that'* why you didn't want to 
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familiar phrase, one that was 
easy lo remr m l>er , one t ha t 
could bear the repetition 
necessary to put * nrw 
llogan across the publii 
As for subject-mjiiler, it 
pbiyed up the airhnri great- 
est advantage - speed — wnh- 
out inlrudiug the stulnKitu FftCJ 
that frequently gnmnd trans- 
porta lion or air irarTic or 
weather riifTicuhies of one kind 
and anotiier uluwrrtj liir pas- 
Hen grrs down. Thii tlogan 
strewed the clement ol speed 
without coirunittim; tlie an line 
to timetable accuracy. 

What with the retirement 
tonight, nut to mention Mai** 
shall Kent's neuralgia or what 
ever it was, Allerdycc had not 
had the chance to «how fhr 
slogan to the Coastal vice-presi- 
dent . 

Now. though, he took out the 
large mnnila folder from his 
desk drawer and extracted the 
beautifully lettered slogan, inked 
un a great square of whu-r I H- 
lum underneath the handsome 
picture of a Coastal Airline* 
plane in flight. 

The tlogar. sajj- 

BE THERE 
IN 

NO TIME AT ALt. 
And Helix Alhrdycr smih-d 
and replaced the slogan in its 
envelope and had a -rn V; drink 
of excellent brandy and wtn 
to bed and had a rather dis- 
quieting dream in wmth lomt- 
body kept repeating thr clin- 
cher on the slogan — No Time 
at All— No Time at All — while, 
in dreadful counterpoint, some- 
body else kepi chanting, "The 
Milrj Never Sh«w 

( Copyrighl 1 
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Keep happy refreshment at home -sparkling Coca-Cola 
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No drink— so festive 

A happy combination — the Star-bright sparkle of 

Coca-Cola and the pleasure of Christmas gifts. 

And what a feeling of gaiety it imparts! 

Let this wholesome refreshment add pleasure 

to your Christmas and Holiday Season. Keep plenty of 

Coca-Cola ready for enjoyment by family and friends! 



Buy a case from your favourite store. 



SIGN OF GOOD TASTE 

IN OVER 100 COUNTRIES 



CC3IS 
Pays 56 



CocCI, Is botH.d th f ou 9 h DU , Antral*, b, incident battling compani.s u „d.r .urhcrity of The Cea-Col, Company 

"Caw-Col*" 11 in, registered Irndt mark St Tht Cotl-tol. Comjunr, 
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